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Michael Svanwick (www.michaglsvanwick.com) lives in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. His novels
include the Nebula Award winner Stations of the Tide (1991), The Iron Dragon's Daughter (1993),
and Bones of the Earth (2002). He is unquestionably one of the finest writers currently working in
SF and fantasy. His short fiction collections include Gravity's Angels (1991), A Geography of
Unknown Lands (1997), Moon Dogs (2000), Tdesof Old Earth (2000), and The Periodic Table of
Science Fiction (2005). Three years ago, he began a series of stories set in a fantastic Cordwainer
Smithian future world, somewhat recovered from the destruction of the ancient civilization of the
Utopians, where biotechnology rules. A human, Aubrey Darger, and a genetically engineered
thief, lover, and dog, Sr BlaCkthor pe Ravenscairn de Plus Preciuex, also known as " Surplus,”
plan complex scams.

"Girls and Boys, Come Out to Play" was published in As-mov's, and isthe third in the series. Set
in a future Greece, an African post-human scientist uses biotech to invent gods patterned on some
of the ancient Greek gods as a means of controlling a society. Surplus and Darger have a wild
time. The story isa good illustration of Svanwick's current aesthetic: combining good
old-fashined SF ideas with a certain calculated luridness.

Onahilltop in Arcadia, Darger sat talking with a satyr.

"Oh, the sex isgood," the satyr said. "Nobody could say it wasn't. But isit the be-al and end-al of life?|
don't seethat." The satyr's name was Demetrios Papatragos, and evenings he played the saxophonein a
local jazz club.

"You'reabit of aphilosopher,” Darger observed.

"Oh, wdll, in ahome-grown front porch sense, | suppose | am.” The satyr adjusted the small leather
gpron that was hisonly item of clothing. "But enough about me. What brings you here? We don't get that
many travelersthese days. Other than the African scientists, of course.”

"Of course. What are the Africans herefor, anyway?'
"They are building gods."
"Gods! Surely not! Whatever for?"

"Who can fathom the ways of scientists? All the way from Greater Zimbabwe they came, acrossthe
wine-dark Mediterranean and into these romance-haunted hills, and for what? To lock themselves up
within the ruins of the Monastery of . Vasilios, wherethey labor as diligently and joylesdy asif they
were indeed monks. They never come out, save to buy food and wine or to take the occasional blood
sample or skin scraping. Once, one of them offered anymph money to have sex with him, if you can
believe such athing."

"Scandalous!” Nymphs, though they were femae satyrs, had neither hooves nor horns. They were,
however, not cross-fertile with humans. It was the only way, other than asmall tail at the base of their
spines (and that was normally covered by their dresses), to determine their race. Needless to say, they



were aswildly popular with human men astheir male counterparts were with women. " Sex is either fredy
givenoritisnothing.”

"You're abit of aphilosopher yoursdf," Papatragos said. " Say—afew of our young ladies might bein
heat. Y ou want me to ask around?"

"My good friend Surplus, perhaps, would avail himsdlf of their kind offers. But not I. Much though I'd
enjoy theact, I'd only fed guilty afterward. It is one of the drawbacks of having a depressive turn of
mind."

So Darger made hisfarewdls, picked up hiswalking stick, and sauntered back to town. The
conversation had given him much to think aboui.

"What word of the Evangel os bronzes?' Surplus asked. He was Sitting at atable out back of their inn,
nursng asmal glass of retsnaand admiring the sunset. Theinn stood at the outskirts of town at the verge
of aforest, where pine, fir, and chestnut gave way to orchards, olive trees, cultivated fields, and pastures
for sheegp and goats. The view from its garden could scarce be improved upon.

"None whatsoever. Thelocas are happy to recommend the ruins of this amphitheater or that nuclear
power plant, but any mention of bronze lions or ametal man causes them only to look blank and shake
their headsin confusion. | begin to suspect that scholar in Athens sold usahbill of goods.”

"The bitersbit! Wdll, 'tis an occupationd hazard in our line of busness.”

"Sadly true. Still, if the bronzeswill not serve usin one manner, they shdl in another. Doesit not strike
you as odd that two such avid antiquarians as oursalves have yet to seethe ruins of . Vasilios? |
propose that tomorrow we pay a courtesy visit upon the scientists there,”

Surplus grinned like ahound—which he was not, quite. He shook out hislace cuffsand, seizing his
Slver-knobbed cane, stood. "1 ook forward to making their acquaintance.”

"Thelocas say that they are building gods.”
"Arethey redly? Well, theresamarket for everything, | suppose.”
Their plans were to take a strange turn, however. For that evening Dionysus danced through the town.

Darger was writing amelancholy letter home when the first shouts sounded outside hisroom. He heard
criesof "Pan! Grest Pan!" and wild skirls of music. Going to the window, he saw an astonishing sght:
The townsfolk were pouring into the street, shedding their clothes, dancing naked in the moonlight for all
to see. At their head was atall, dark figure who pranced and legped, al the while playing the pipes.

He got only aglimpse, but its effect was riveting. He felt the god's passage as aphysical thing. Stiffening,
he gripped the windows1I with both hands, and tried to control the wildness that made his heart pound
and hisbody quiver.

But then two young women, one anymph and the other Theodosia, the innkeeper's daughter, burst into
his room and began kissing hisface and urging him toward the bed.

Under norma circumstances, he would have sent them packing—he hardly knew the ladies. But the
innkeeper's daughter and her goat-girl companion were both laughing and blushing so charmingly and
were furthermore so eager to grapple that it seemed a pity to disgppoint them. Then, too, the night was
rapidly filling with the Sighs and groans of human passion—no adult, gpparently, wasimmune to the god's
influence—and it seemed to Darger perversethat he donein dl the world should refuseto givein to



pleasure.

So, protesting insincerely, he alowed the women to crowd him back onto the bed, to remove his
clothing, and to have their wicked way with him. Nor was he backward with them. Having once set his
mind to atask, he labored at it with awill.

Inadistant corner of hismind, he heard Surplusin the room down the hall raise hisvoicein an ecstatic
howd.

Darger dept late the next morning. When he went down to breskfast, Theodosawas dl blushesand shy
smiles. She brought him a platter piled high with food, gave him afleet peck on the cheek, and then fled
happily back into the kitchen.

Women never ceased to amaze Darger. One might make free of their bodiesin the most intimate manner
possible, handling them not only lustfully but salf-indulgently, and denying onesdlf not asingle pleasure. ..
yet it only made them like you the better afterward. Darger was a staunch atheist. He did not believein
the existence of abenevolent and loving God who manipulated the world in order to maximize the
happiness of His crestions. Still, on amorning like this, he had to admit that &l the evidence was against
him.

Through an open doorway, he saw the landlord make a playful grab at hisfat wife's rump. She pushed
him away and, with agiggle, fled into theinterior of theinn. The landlord followed.

Darger scowled. He gathered his hat and walking stick, and went outside. Surpluswas waiting in the
garden. "Y our thoughts trend the same way as mine?' Darger asked.

"Where else could they go?" Surplus asked grimly. "We must have aword with the Africans.”

The monastery waslessthan amile distant, but the stroll up and down dusty country roads gave them
both time enough to recover their savoirfaire. St. Vasilios, when they cameto it, was dominated by a
trand ucent green bubble-roof, fresh-grown to render the ruins habitable. The grounds were surrounded
by an ancient ssonewall. A wooden gate, latched but not locked, filled the lower half of astone arch.
Aboveit wasabell.

They rang.

Severd orange-robed men were in the yard, unloading crated laboratory equipment from awagon. They
had the appearance and the formidable height of that handsomest of the world's peoples, the Masai. But
whether they were of Masal descent or had merely incorporated Masa fegturesinto their genes, Darger
could not say. The stocky, swesating wagoner |ooked like agnome beside them. He cursed and tugged a
his horses harnessto keep the skittish beasts from bolting.

At the sound of the bell, one of the scientists separated himsalf from the others, and strode briskly to the
gate. "Yes?' hesaid in adubioustone.

"We wish to speak with the god Pan,” Darger said. "We are from the government.”
"Y ou do not look Greek."

"Not the local government, Sir. The British government.” Darger smiled into the man's baffled expression.
"May we comein?'

They were not brought to see Dionysusimmediately, of course, but to the Chief Researcher. The
scientist-monk led them to an office that was dmost Spartan in its gppointments: achair, adesk, alamp,



and nothing more. Behind the desk sat agirl who looked to be at most ten years old, reading areport by
the lamp's gentle biofluorescence. She was ascrawny thing with alarge and tightly corn-rowed head.
"Tdl her you love her," shesad curtly.

"l beg your pardon?' Surplus said.

"Tdl her that, and then kiss her. That'll work better than any aphrodisiac | could give you. | presume
that's what you came to this den of scientists for—that or poison. In which case, | recommend astout
cudgel a midnight and dumping the body in amarsh before daybreak. Poisons are notorioudy uncertain.
In either case, thereis no need to involve my peoplein your persond affairs.”

Taken aback, Darger said, "Ah, actualy, we are here on officid husiness.”
The girl raised her head.

Her eyeswere as dark and motionless as a snake's. They were not the eyes of a child but morelike
those of the legendary artificia intellects of the Utopian era—cold, timeless, calculating. A shudder ran
through Darger's body. Her gaze was dectrifying. Almogt, it wasterrifying.

Recovering himsdlf, Darger said, "I am Inspector Darger, and thisismy colleague, Sir Blackthorpe
Ravenscairn de Plus Precieux. By birth an American, it goes without saying."

Shedid not blink. "What brings two representatives of Her Mgesty's government here?”

"We have been dispatched to search out and recover the Evangel os bronzes. Doubtless you know of
them.”

"Vaguely. They wereliberated from London, were they not?'

"Looted, rather! Wrenched from Britain'sloving arms by that dastard Konstantin Evangelosin an age
when she was weak and Greece powerful, and upon the shoddiest of excuses—something about some
ancient marblesthat had supposedly... well, that hardly metters.”

"Our missonisto find and recover them," Surplus ducidated.
"They mugt bevduable"

"Were you to discover them, they would be worth aking's ransom, and it would be my proud privilege
to write you apromissory note for the full amount. However—" Darger coughed into his hand. "We, of
course, are civil servants. The thanks of agrateful nation will be our reward.”

"l see Abruptly changing the subject, the Chief Researcher said, "Y our friend—is he achimeric mixture
of human and anima genes, like the satyrs? Or is he agenetically modified dog?1 ask only out of
professond curiosity.”

"Hisfriend is capable of answering your questionsfor himsdf," Surplussaid coldly. "Thereisno need to
speak of him asif he were not present. | mention this only asapoint of common courtesy. | redize that
you are young, but—"

"l am older than you think, sirrah!™ the girl-woman snapped. There are disadvantages to having achildish
body, but it heals quickly, and my brain cells—in stark contrast to your own, gentlemen—continualy
replenish themsdves. A useful quality in aresearcher.” Her voice was utterly without warmth, but
compelling nonetheless. She radiated adark aura of authority. "Why do you wish to meet our Pan?"



"Y ou have said it yoursalf—out of professona curiosty. We are government agents, and therefore
interested in any new products Her Mgjesty might be pleased to consider.”

The Chief Researcher stood. "1 am not at al convinced that the Scientificdly Rationa Government of
Greater Zimbabwe will want to export thistechnology after it has been tested and perfected. However,
odder things have happened. So | will humor you. Y ou must wear these patches, as do we." The Chief
Researcher took two plastic bandages from anearby box and showed how they should be applied.
"Otherwise, you would be susceptible to the god'sinfluence.”

Darger noted how, when the chemicals from the drug-patch hit his bloodstream, the Chief Researcher's
bleak charisma distinctly faded. These patches were, he decided, useful things indeed.

The Chief Researcher opened the office door, and cried, "Bast!"

The scientist who had led them in stood waiting outside. But it was not he who was summoned. Rather,
there came the soft sound of heavy paws on stone, and a black panther stalked into the office. It glanced
a Darger and Surplus with cool intelligence, then turned to the Chief Researcher. " Ssss-s000000... 7

"Kned!" The Chief Researcher climbed onto the beast's back, commenting off-handedly, "Thesetiny legs
make walking long distancestiresome.” To thewaiting scientist she said, "Light theway for us."

Taking athurible from anearby hook, the scientist led them down alabyrinthine series of halsand
sairways, proceeding ever deeper into the earth. He sivung the thurible at the end of its chain as he went,
and the chemicdl triggersit released into the air activated the maoss growing on the ssone walls and ceiling
so that they glowed brightly before them, and gently faded behind them.

It was like a ceremony from some forgotten religion, Darger reflected. First came the thurifer, swinging
his censer with a pleasant near-regular clanking, then the dwarfish lady on her greset cat, followed by the
two congregants, one fully human and the other possessed of the head and other tokens of the noble dog.
He could easily picture the scene painted upon an interior wall of an ancient pyramid. Thefact that they
were going to converse with agod only made the conceit that much more apt.

At last the passage opened into their destination.

It was ascene out of Piranesi. The laboratory had been retrofitted into the deepest basement of the
monastery. The floors and roofs above had falen in long ago, leaving shattered walls, topless pillars, and
fragmentary buttresses. Sickly green light filtered through the trand ucent dome overhead, impeded by the
many tendrils or roots that descended from above to anchor the dome by wrapping themsalves about
toppled stones or columnar stumps. There was acomplexity of structure to the growths that made
Darger fed asthough he were standing within amonstrous jelyfish, or else one of those man-created
beasts which, ages ago (or so legend had it), the Utopians had launched into the void between the garsin
the hope that, eons hence, they might make contact with alien civilizations.

Scientists moved purposefully through the gloom, feeding mice to their organic dembics and sprinkling
nutrientsinto pulsing bioreactors. Everywhere, ungainly tangles of booms and cranesrose up from the
floor or stuck out from high perches on thewals. Two limbs from the nearest dipped ddlicately
downward, asif in curiosty. They moved in asrangdy fluid manner.

"Oh, dear God!" Surpluscried.

Darger gaped and, dl in an ingtant, the groping booms and cranes reved ed themsdlves as tentacles. The
round blobs they had taken at first for bases became living flesh. Eyes aslarge as dinner plates clicked
open and focused on the two adventurers.



Hissensesreded. Squidsl And by hisquick estimation, there were, at a minimum, severa score of the
creatures!

The Chief Researcher did off her fdine mount, and waved the inquiring tentacles away. "Remove
Experiment One from its crypt,” she commanded, and the cregture flowed across the wall to do her
bidding. It held itself upon the vertical surface by its suckered tentacles, Darger noted, but scuttled along
the stone on short sharp legs like those of ahermit crab's. He understood now why the Chief Researcher
was o interested in chimeras.

Invery little time, two squids came skittering across the floor, astone coffin in their conjoined tentacles.
Gracefully, they laid it down. In unison, they raised their tentacles and lowered them in agrotesque
imitation of abow. Their besks clacked repeatedly.

"They areintelligent creatures,” the Chief Researcher commented. "But no greet conversationdists.”

To help regain his equilibrium, Darger fumbled out his pipe from ajacket pocket, and his tobacco pouch
and astriking-box aswell. But a the sight of thislatter device, the squids squedled in darm. Tentacles
thrashing, they retrested severd yards.

The Chief Researcher rounded on Darger. "Put that thing away!" Then, in acadmer tone, "Wetolerate
no open flames. The domeisaglycerol-based organism. It could go up a a spark.”

Darger complied. But, true though the observation about the dome might be, he knew alie when he
heard one. So the creatures feared fire! That might be worth remembering.

"Y ou wanted to meet Dionysus." The Chief Researcher laid ahand on the coffin. "Heis here.
Subordinate Researcher Mbutu, openit up.”

Surplusraised his eyebrows, but said nothing.

The scientist pried open the coffin lid. For an instant nothing was visible within but darkness. Thena
thousand black beetles poured from the coffin (both Darger and Surplus shuddered at the uncanniness of
it) and fled into the shadows, reveding a naked man who sat up, blinking, asif just awvakened.

"Behold the god."

Dionysus was an enormous man, easly seven feet tall when he stood and proportionately built, though he
projected no sense of power a al. His head was either bald or shaven but in either case perfectly
hairless. The scientist handed him asimple brown robe, and when hetied it up with alength of rope, he
looked asif he were indeed a monk.

The panther, Badt, sat licking one enormous paw, ignoring the god entirely.

When Darger introduced himsalf and Surplus, Dionysus smiled weakly and reached out atrembling hand
to shake. "It isvery pleasant to meet folksfrom England,” he said. "I have so few visitors." Hisbrow was
damp with swegt and hisskin apalid gray.

"Thismanissck!" Darger said.

"It isbut weariness from the other night. He needs more time with the physician scarabsto replenish his
physica systems," the Chief Researcher said impatiently. "Ask your questions.”

Surplus placed a paw on the god's shoulder. ™Y ou look unhappy, my friend.”



"Not to him," the dwarfish woman snapped, "to me! Heisa proprietary creation and thus not qudified
to comment upon himsdf."

"Very wdl," Darger said. "To begin, madam—why?'Y ou have made agod, | presume by so
manipulating his endocrine system that he produces massive amounts of targeted pheromones on
demand. But what isthe point?’

"If you werein town last night, you must know whét the point is. Dionysuswill be used by the
Scientifically Rational Government to reward its people with festivasin times of peace and prosperity as
areward for their good citizenship, and in times of unrest as a pacifying influence. He may aso be useful
inqudlingriots. Weshdl see”

"I notethat you referred to this man as Experiment One. May | presume you are building more gods?"
"Our work progresseswell. More than that | cannot say.”
"Perhaps you are dso building an Athena, goddess of wisdom?'

"Wisdom, asyou surely know, being amatter of pure reason, cannot be produced by the application of
pheromones.”

"No? Then a Ceres, goddess of the harvest? Or an Hephaestus, god of the forge? Possibly aHestia,
goddess of the hearth?"

The girl-woman shrugged. "By the tone of your questions, you know the answers aready. Pheromones
cannot compd skills, virtues, or abstractions—only emotions.”

"Then reassure me, madam, that you are not building aNemes's, goddess of revenge? Nor an Eris,
goddess of discord. Nor an Ares, god of war. Nor a Thanatos, god of death. For if you were, the only
reason | can imagine for your presence here would be that you did not care to test them out upon your
own population.”

The Chief Researcher did not smile. "Y ou are quick on the uptake for a European.”

"Y oung societies are prone to presume that smply because acultureisold, it must therefore be
decadent. Y et it isnot we who are running experiments upon innocent people without their knowledge or
congent.”

"l do not think of Europeans as people. Which | find takes care of any ethical dilemmas.”
Darger's hand whitened on the knob of hiscane. "Then | fear, madam, that our interview isover."

On the way out, Surplus accidentally knocked over a beaker. In the attendant confusion, Darger was
ableto surreptitioudy dip abox of the antipheromona patches under his coat. There was no obvious
immediate use for the things. But from long experience, they both knew that such precautions often prove
usful.

The journey back to town was dower and more thoughtful than the journey out had been. Surplus broke
the slenceat last by saying, "The Chief Researcher did not riseto the bait.”

"Indeed. And | could not have been any more obvious. | asgood astold her that we knew where the
bronzes were, and were amenable to being bribed.”

"It makes onewonder,” Surplus said, "if our chosen profession isnot, essentially, sexud in nature.”



"How s0?"

"The parallels between cozening and seduction are obvious. One presents oneself as attractively as
possible and then seeds the situation with small deceits, Srategic retreats, and warm confidences. The
desired outcomeis never spoken of directly until it has been achieved, though al partiesinvolved are
painfully aware of it. Both activities are woven of slences, whispers, and meaningful looks. And—most
sgnificantly—the Chief Researcher, artificidly maintained in an eterna prepubescence, appearsto be
immuneto bath.”

"I think—"
Abruptly, anymph stepped out into the road before them and stood, hands on hips, blocking their way.

Darger, quick-thinking as ever, swept off hishat and bowed deeply. "My dear Misd Y ou must think me
adreadful person, but in al the excitement last night, | failed to discover your name. If you would be so
merciful asto bestow upon me that knowledge and your forgiveness... and asmile... | would bethe
happiest man on earth.”

A smiletugged at one corner of the nymph's mouth, but she scowled it down. "Cal me Anya. But I'm not
hereto talk about myself, but about Theodosia. I'm used to the ways of men, but sheisnot. Y ou were
her firgt."

"Youmean shewasa... 7' Darger asked, shocked.

"With my brothers and cousins and uncles around? Not likely! Therésnot agirl in Arcadiawho keeps
her hymen aday longer than she desiresit. But you were her first human male. That's specid to alass.”

"| fed honored, of course. But what isit specificaly that you are asking me?"

"Just—" her finger tapped his chest—"watch it! Theodosaisagood friend of mine. I'll not have her
hurt." And, so saying, she flounced back into the forest and was gone.

"Wel!" Surplus said. "Further proof, if any were needed, that women remain beyond the comprehension
of men."

"Interestingly enough, | had exactly this conversation with awoman friend of mine some years ago,”
Darger sad, garing off into the green shadows, "and she assured me that women find men equadlly
baffling. It may bethat the problem liesnot in gender but in human nature itself.”

"But surdly—" Surplus began.
So discoursing, they wended their way home,

A few dayslater, Darger and Surplus were making their preparationsto leave—and arguing over
whether to head straight for Moscow or to make a side-trip to Prague—when Eris, the goddess of
discord, came staking through the center of town, leaving fights and argumentsin her wake.

Darger waslying fully clothed atop his bed, savoring the smell of flowers, when he heard thefirst angry
noises. Theo-dosa had filled the room with vases of hyacinths as an apology because she and Anyahad
to drive to anearby duck farm to pick up several new eider-down mattressesfor theinn, and asa
promise that they would not be over-late coming to him. He jumped up and saw the spreading violence
from the window. Making a hasty grab for the box of patches they had purloined from the monastery, he
dapped one on his neck.



He was going to bring a patch to Surpluss room, when the door flew open, and that same worthy rushed
in, seized him, and dammed himinto the wall.

"Youfdsefriend!" Surplusgrowled. "Y ou smiling, scheming. .. anthropocentrist!”

Darger could not respond. His friend's paws were about his neck, choking him. Surpluswasin afrenzy,
due possibly to his superior olfactory senses, and there was no hope of talking senseinto him.

To Darger'slagting regret, his childhood had not been one of privilege and gentility, but spent in the
rough-and-tumble dums of Mayfair. There, perforce, he had learned to defend himsdlf with hisfigts,
Now, for aslver lining, he found those deplorable skillsuseful.

Quickly, he brought up hisforearms, crossed at the wrigts, between Surplussarms. Then, dl inone
motion, he thrust his arms outward, to force hisfriend's paws from histhroat. Simultaneoudy, he brought
up one knee between Surplusslegs as hard as he could.

Surplus gasped, and reflexively clutched hiswounded part.
A shove sent Surplusto the floor. Darger pinned him.

Now, however, anew problem arose. Where to put the patch. Surplus was covered with fur, head to
foot. Darger thought back to their first receiving the patches, twisted around one arm, and found asmall
bald spot just benesth the paw, on hiswrist.

A motion, and it was done.

"They're worse than footbal | hooligans,” Surplus commented. Somebody had dumped awagon-load of
hay in the town square and st it ablaze. By its unsteady light could be seen small knots of townsfolk
wandering the streets, looking for trouble and, often enough, finding it. Darger and Surplus had doused
their own room'slights, so they could observe without drawing attention to themselves.

"Not so, dear friend, for such ruffians go to the matches intending trouble, while these poor souls..." His
words were cut off by therattle of awagon on the street below.

It was Theodosiaand Anya, returned from their chore. But before Darger could cry out awarning,
severa men rushed toward them with threstening shouts and upraised fists. Alarmed, Theodosiagestured
menacingly with her whip for them to keep back. But one of their number rushed forward, grabbed the
whip, and yanked her off the wagon.

"Theodosa" Darger cried in horror.

Surplus legped to the windowsi |1 and galantly launched himself into space, toward the wagon load of
mattresses. Darger, who had atouch of acrophobiaand had once broken aleg performing asimilar stunt,
pounded down the gtairs.

There were only five thugsin the attacking group, which explained why they were so perturbed when
Darger burst from the inn, shouting and widding hiswaking stick asif it were acudge and Surplus
suddenly popped up from within the wagon, teeth bared and fur all a-hackle. Then Anyaregained the
whip and laid about her, left and right, with agood will.

The rioters scattered like pigeons.

When they were gone, Anyaturned on Darger. "Y ou knew something like this was going to happen!™ she
cried. "Why didn't you warn anybody?'



"| did! Repestedly! Y ou laughed in my facel"

"Thereisatimefor lovers spats” Surplus said firmly, "and thisisnot it. Thisyoung lady is unconscious;
help melift her into the wagon. We must get her out of town immediately.”

The nearest place of haven, Anyadecided, was her father's croft, just outside town. Not ten minutes
later, they were unloading Theodosia from the wagon, using one of the feather mattresses as a stretcher.
A plump nymph, Anyas mother, met them at the door.

"Shewill befine" the mother said. "'l know these things, | used to be anurse.” She frowned. "Provided
she doesn't have aconcussion.” Shelooked at Darger shrewdly. "Has this anything to do with thefire?"

But when Darger sarted to explain, Surplustugged at hisdeeve. "Look outsde,” hesaid. "Thelocds
have formed afire brigade.”

Indeed, there were figures coming down the road, hurrying toward town. Darger ran out and placed
himsdf in front of thefirst, apimply-faced young satyr lugging alesther bucketful of water. "Stop!" he
cried. "Go no farther!™

The satyr paused, confused. "But thefires..."
"Worsethan firesawait you intown,” Darger said. "Anyway, it'sonly ahay-rick."

A second bucket-carrying satyr pulled to a stop. It was Pa-patragos. "Darger!" he cried. "What are you
doing here & my croft? Is Anyawith you?"

For an ingant, Darger was nonplused. "Anyaisyour daughter?”
"Aye." Pgpatragos grinned. "I gather that makes me practicdly your father-in-law."

By now dl the satyrs who had been near enough to see the flames and had come with bucketsto fight
them—some twenty in al—were clustered about the two men. Hurriedly, Surplustold dl that they knew
of Pan, Erisand the troublesin town.

"Nor isthis matter finished,” Darger said. "The Chief Researcher said something about using Dionysusto
stop riots. Since he has not appeared to do so tonight, that means they will have to create another set of
riotsto test that ability aswell. More trouble isimminent.”

"That isno concern of ours," said one stodgy-looking crofter.

"It will be ours" Darger declared, with hisusua highhanded employment of the first person plura
pronoun. "As soon as the agent of the riots has left town, she will surely show up here next. Did not
Dionysus dance in the fields after he danced in the streets? Then Erisis on her way hereto set brother
againg brother, and father againgt son.”

Angry mutters passed among the satyrs. Papatragos held up his handsfor silence. "Tragopropos!" he
said to the pimply-faced satyr. "Run and gather together every adult satyr you can. Tell them to seize
whatever weapons they can and advance upon the monastery.”

"What of the townsfolk?"
"Somebody dsewill be sent for them. Why are you still standing here?!

"I'mgonel”



"Thefirein town has gone out," Papatragos continued. "Which meansthat Eris has done her work and
has | eft. Shewill be coming up thisvery road in not too long."

"Fortunately,” Darger said, "l haveaplan.”

Darger and Surplus stood exposed in the moonlight at the very center of the road, whilethe satyrshidin
the bushes at its verge. They did not have long to wait.

A shadow moved toward them, grew, solidified, and became a goddess.

Eris staked up the road, eyeswild and hair in disarray. Her clothes had been ripped to shreds; only a
few rags hung from waist and ankles, and they hid nothing of her body at al. She made odd chirping and
shrieking noises as she came, with sudden smal hopsto the side and legpsinto the air. Darger had
known al manner of madmen in histime. Thiswent far beyond anything he had ever seen for sheer
chaoticirrationdity.

Spying them, Eristhrew back her head and trilled like a bird. Then she came running and dancing toward
the two friends, spinning about and beating her arms againgt her sdes. Had she lacked the strength of the
frenzied, she would gtill have been terrifying, for it was clear that she was capable of absolutely anything.
Asit was, shewas enough to make a brave man cringe.

"Now!"

At Darger's command, every satyr stepped forward onto the road and threw his bucket of water at the
goddess. Briefly, she wasinundated. All her svest—and, hopefully, her pheromones as well—was
washed clear of her body.

As one, the satyrs dropped their buckets. Ten of them rushed forward with drug patches and s apped
them onto her body. Put off her balance by the sudden ondaught, Erisfell to the ground.

"Now stand clear!" Darger cried.

The satyrs danced back. One who had hesitated just abit in finding a space for his patch stayed just a
little too long and was caught by her lingering pheromones. He drew back hisfoot to kick the prone
goddess. But Papatragos darted forward to drag him out of her aura before he could do so.

"Behave yoursdf," hesad.

Eris convulsed in thedirt, flipped over on her somach, and vomited. Slowly, then, she stood. She looked
around her dimly, wonderingly. Her eyes cleared, and an expression of horror and remorse came over
her face.

"Oh, sweet science, what have | done?' she said. Then shewailed, "What has happened to my
clothes?"

Shetried to cover hersdf with her hands.

One of the young satyrs snickered, but Papatragos quelled him with alook. Surplus, meanwhile, handed
the goddess hisjacket. "Pray, madam, don this," he said courteously and, to the others, "Didn't one of
you bring ablanket for the victims of thefire? Tossthat to the lady—it'll make afine skirt.”

Somebody started forward with a blanket, then hesitated. "Isit safe?

"The patches we gave you will protect againgt her influence," Darger assured him.



"Unfortunately, those were the last,” Surplus said sadly. He turned the box upside down and shook it.

"The lady Eriswill be enormoudly tired for at least aday. Have you aguest room?' Darger asked
Papatragos. "Can she use it?"

"l suppose s0. The place dready lookslike an infirmary.”
At which reminder, Darger hurried inside to see how Theodosiawas doing.

But when he got there, Theodosiawas gone, and Anyaand her mother aswell. At first, Darger
suspected foul play. But aquick search of the premises showed no signs of disorder. Indeed, the
mattress had been removed (presumably to the wagon, which was adso gone) and dl the didocations
attendant upon its having been brought into the farmhouse had been tidied away. Clearly, the women had
gone off somewhere, for purposes of their own. Which thought made Darger very uneasy indeed.

Meanwhile, the voices of gathering men and satyrs could be heard outside. Surplus stuck hishead
through the door and cleared histhroat. ™Y our mob awaits."

The stream of satyrs and men, armed with flails, pruning-hooks, pitchforks, and torches, flowed up the
mountain roads toward the Monastery of St. Vasilios. Where roads met, more crofters and townsfolk
poured out of the darkness, streams merging and the whole surging onward with renewed force.

Darger began to worry about what would happen when the vigilantes reached their destination. Tugging
at Surplussdeeve, hedrew hisfriend aside. "The scientists can escape easily enough,” he said. "All they
need do isfleeinto the woods. But | worry about Dionysus, locked in his crypt. Thisexpedition isquite
cgpable of torching the building.”

"If | cut acrossthefields, | could arrive at the monastery before the vigilantes do, though not long before.
It would be no grest feat to dip over aback wall, force adoor, and free the man."

Darger fet himsdf moved. "That is unutterably good of you, my friend.”
"Poof!" Surplussaid haughtily. "It isanothing.”
And hewas gone.

By Darger's estimate, the vigilantes were a hundred strong by the time they reached the Monastery of St.
Vadlios. The moon rode high among scattered shreds of cloud, and shone so bright that they did not
need torchesto see by, but only for their psychologica effect. They raised acry when they saw theruins,
and began running toward them.

Then they stopped.
Thefield before the monastery was dive with squids.

The creatures had been loathsome enough in the context of the laboratory. Here, under a cloud-torn sky,
arrayed in regular ranks like an army, they were grotesque and terrifying. Tentacles lashing, the

cephal opods advanced, and asthey did so it could be seen that they held swords and pikes and other
wegpons, hagtily forged but obvioudy suitable for murderous work.

Remembering, however, how they feared fire, Darger snatched up atorch and thrust it at the nearest
rank of attackers. Chittering and clacking, they drew away from him. "Torchesto the fore! he cried. "All
othersfollow in their wake!"



So they advanced, the squid-army retregting, until they wereamost to &. Vasliositsdf.

But an imp-like cresture waited for them atop the monastery wall. It wasasmall black lump of abeing,
yet its brisk movements and rapid walk conveyed an enormous sense of vitality. There was a presence to
thisthing. It could not beignored.

It was, Darger saw, the Chief Researcher.

One by one, the satyrs and men stumbled to a hat. They milled about, uneasy and uncertain, under the
force of her scornful glare.

"You've come &t last, have you?' The Chief Researcher strutted back and forth on the wall, as active and
intimidating asabaslisk. A dark miasma seemed to radiate from her, settling upon the crowd and
sapping itswill. Filling them al with doubts and dark imaginings. " Doubtless you think you came of your
own freewill, driven by anger and salf-righteousness. But you're here by my invitation. | sent you first
Dionysus and then Eristo lure you to my doorstep, so that | might test the third deity of my grest trilogy.”

Standing at the front of the mob, Darger cried, "Y ou cannot bluff ugl”

"Y ou think I'm bluffing?' The Chief Researcher flung out an arm toward the looming ruins behind her.
"Behold my masterpiece—a god who is neither anthropomorphic nor limited to asingle species, agod
for humans and squids dike, a chimera titched together from the genes of ahundred sires...” Her
laughter was not in theleast bit sane. 'l give you Thanatos—the god of death!"

The dome of the monastery rippled and tirred. Enormous flaps of tranducent flesh, like great wings,
unfolded to elther sSde, and the forward edge heaved up to reved alightless space from which dowly
unregled long, barb-covered tentacles.

Worse than any merely visua horror, however, was the overwheming sense of futility and despair that
now filled theworld. All fdt itsimmensdy dispiriting effect. Darger, whose inclination was naturaly
toward the melancholic, found himself thinking of annihilation. Nor wasthis entirdly unattractive. His
thoughts turned to the Ide of the Dead, outside Venice, where the graves were twined with nightshade
and wolfs-bane, and yew-trees dropped their berries on the silent earth. He yearned to drink of Lethe's
ruby cup, while beetles crawled about hisfeet, and death-moths fluttered about hishead. To dip into the
voluptuousy accommodating bed of the soil, and there consort with the myriad who had gone before.

All around him, people were putting down their makeshift agricultural wespons. One let fal atorch. Even
the squids dropped their swords and huddled in despair.

Something deep within Darger struggled to awaken. Thiswas not, he knew, naturd. The Chief
Researcher's god was imposing despair upon them all againgt their better judgments. But, likerain from a
weeping cloud, sorrow poured down over him, and he was helpless beforeit. All beauty must someday
dig, after dl, and should he who was alover of beauty survive? Perish the thought!

Beside him, asatyr did to the ground and wegpt.
Alas, hesmply did not care.

Surplus, meanwhile, wasin his e ement. Running headlong through the night, with the moon bouncing in
the sky above, hefdt his every senseto befully engaged, fully dive. Through spinneysand over fidds he
ran, savoring every smdll, dert to the dightest sound.

By roundabout ways he came at last to the monastery. The ground at its rear was untended and covered
with scrub forest. All to the good. Nobody would see him here. He could find aback entrance or a



window that might beforced and...

At that very ingtant, he felt awarm puff of breath on the back of his neck. His hacklesrose. Only one
creature could have come up behind him so silently asto avoid detection.

"Nobody's here," Bast said.

Surplus spun about, prepared to defend himsalf to the death. But the greeat cat merely sat down and
began tending to the claws of one enormous paw, biting and tugging at them with fastidious care.

"Excuse me?’

"Our work now being effectively over, we shall soon return to Greater Zimbabwe. So, in the spirit of
tying up al loose ends, the monks have been sent to seize the Evangel os bronzes as agift for the
Scientifically-Chosen Council of Rational Governance back home. The Chief Researcher, meanwhile, is
out front, preparing to ded with insurgent locd rabble."

Surplus rubbed his chin thoughtfully with the knob of hiscane. "Hum. Well... in any case, that isnot why
| am here. | have come for Dionysus.”

"The crypt isempty,” Bast said. " Shortly after the monks and the Chief Researcher |€eft, an army of
nymphs came and wrested the god from histomb. If you look, you can see where they broke adoor in."

"Do you know where they have taken him?" Surplus asked.
"Yes"

"Will you lead me there?'

"Why should 17"

Surplus started to reply, then bit hiswords short. Argument would not suffice with this cresture—he was
acat, and cats did not respond to reason. Best, then, to appeal to hisinnate nature. "Because it would be
apointless and spiteful act of mischief.”

Badt grinned. "They havetaken himto their temple. It isn't fa—amile, perhapsless.”
Heturned away. Darger followed.

The temple was little more than a glen surrounded by evenly-spaced dim white trees, like so many
marble pillars. A small and smple dtar stood to one end. But the entrance was flanked by two enormous
pairs of metd lions, and off to one sde stood the heroic bronze of alordly man, three times the height of
amere mortdl.

They arrived a thetail end of asmall war.

The monks had arrived first and begun to set up blocks and tackle, in order to lower the bronze man to
the ground. Barely had they begun their enterprise, however, when an army of nymphs arrived, with
Dionysus cradled in awagon-load of feather mattresses. Their initia outrage a what they saw could only
be imagined by its aftermath: Orange-robed monks fled wildly through the woods, pursued by packs of
raging nymphs. Here and there, one had falen, and the women performed abominable deeds upon their
bodies.

Surpluslooked resolutely away. He could fed the violent emotion possessing the women right through
the soothing chemica voice of the patches he till wore, apassion that went far beyond sex into realms of



fear and terror. He could not help remembering that the word "panic” was originaly derived from the
name Pan.

He strolled up to the wagon, and said, "Good evening, Sr. | came to make sure you are well."

Dionysus looked up and smiled wanly. "'l am, and | thank you for your concern.” A monk's scream split
the night. "However, if my ladies catch sght of you, | fear you will suffer even asmany of my former
associates do now. I'll do my best to calm them, but meanwhile, | suggest that you—" He looked
suddenly darmed. "Run!”

Lethargy filled Darger. Hisarms were leaden and his feet were unable to move. It seemed too much
effort even to breathe. A listless glance around him showed that al his brave mob were incapacitated,
some crouched and others weeping, in various attitudes of despair. Even the chimeric squid had
collapsed into moist and listless blobs on the grass. He saw one taken up by Thanatoss tentacles, held
high above the monastery, and then dropped into an unsuspected maw therein.

It did not matter. Nothing did.

Luckily, however, such sensations were nothing new to Darger. He was adepressive by humor, well
familiar with the black weight of futility, like ahound sitting upon his heart. How many nightshad helain
deegpless and waiting for adawn he knew would never arrive? How many mornings had he forced
himself out of bed, though he could see no point to the effort? More than he could count.

Therewas dill atorchin hishand. Sowly, Darger made his shuffling way through the unresisting forms of
his supporters. He lacked the energy to climb the wall, so he walked around it until he cameto the gate,
reached in to unlatch it, and then walked through.

He trudged up to the monastery.

So far, he had gone unnoticed because the men and satyrs wandered aimlesdy about in their despair, and
his movement had been cloaked by theirs. Within the monastery grounds, however, hewasaone. The
bright line traced by historch attracted the Chief Researcher'seye.

"You!" she cried. "British government man! Put that torch down.” She jumped down from thewall and
trotted toward him. "It's hopeless, you know. Y ou've dready lost. You're as good as dead.”

Shewas at his side now, and reaching for the torch. Heraised it up, out of her reach.

"Y ou don't think thisis going to work, do you?" She punched and kicked him, but they were the blows of
achild, and easy to ignore. "Y ou don't honestly think there's any hope for you?"

Hesghed. "No."
Then hethrew the torch.

Whompf The dome went up in flames. Light and hest filled the courtyard. Shielding his eyes, Darger
looked away, to see satyrs and men staggering to their feet, and squids flu-idly dipping downdope
toward theriver. Into the water they went and downstream, swimming with the current toward the distant
Aegean.

Thanatos screamed. It was a horrid, indescribable sound, like fingernails on date impossibly magnified,
like agony made physica. Enormous tentacles dammed at the ground in agony, snatching up whatever
they encountered and flinging it into the night sky.



A little aghast at what he had unleashed, Darger saw one of the tentacles seize the Chief Researcher and
haul her highinto the air, before catching fire itself and raining down black soot, both chimeric and
human, on the upturned faces below.

Afterward, staring at the burning monastery from adistance, Darger murmured, "I have the most horrid
sensdtion of dgja vu. Mugt al our adventures end the same way?"

"For the sake of those citieswe have yet to visit, | sincerely hope not," Surplusreplied.

There was a sudden surge of flesh and the greeat cat Bast took a seat d ongside them. " Shewasthe last of
her kind," he remarked.

"En?' Darger sad.

"No living creature remembers her name, but the Chief Researcher was born—or perhaps created—in
the waning days of Utopia. | dways suspected that her ultimate end was to recreate that ost and bygone
world." Bast yawned vadtly, his pink tongue curling into aquestion mark which then disappeared ashis
great black jaws snapped shut. "Well, no matter. With her gone, it's back to Greater Zimbabwe for the
rest of us. I'll be glad to seethe old place again. Thefood hereis good, but the hunting iswretched."

With aleap, he disappeared into the night.

But now Papatragos strode up and clapped them both on the shoulders. "That waswell done, lads. Very
well done, indeed.”

"You lied to me, Papatragos," Darger said sernly. "The Evangelos bronzeswere yoursal dong.”
Papatragos pulled an innocent face. "Why, whatever do you mean?'

"I've seen thelions and the bronze man,” Surplus said. "It is unquestionably the statue of Lord Nelson
himsdlf, stolen from Trafagar Square in ancient times by the rapacious Grecian Empire. How can you

possbly judtify kegping it?"

Now Papatragos |ooked properly abashed. "Wdll, were sort of attached to the old thing. We walk past
it every time we go to worship. It'snot redly apart of our religion, but it's been here so long, it dmost
fedsasif it should be, you see”

"Exactly what is your religion?" Surplus asked curioudy.
"Were Jewish," Papatragos sad. "All satyrsare.”
"Jawigh?2"

"W, not exactly Orthodox Jews." He shuffled hisfeet. "We couldn't be, not with these cloven hooves.
But we have our rabbis and our shuls. We manage.”

It was then that Dionysus began to play his pan-pipes and the crowd of nymphs and women from the
temple flowed onto the former battleground. Surpluss ears pricked up. "Wdll, it seemsthe night will not
be atota waste of time, after dl," Papatragos said brightly. "Will you be staying?’

"No," Darger said, "'l believe | will return to our inn to contemplate mortdity and the fate of gods.”

Y et Darger was no more than halfway back to town when he came upon awagon piled high with feather
mattresses, pulled over to the side of the road. The horses had been unharnessed so they could graze,
and sweet sighs and giggles came from the top of the mattresses.



Darger stopped, appalled. He knew those sounds well, and recognized too the pink knee that stuck out
here, the tawny shoulders draped with long black hair that arched up there. It was Theodosiaand Anya.
Together. Alone.

Inaningtant's blinding insight, he understood dAl. It was an old and familiar Stuation: Two women who
loved each other but were too young to embrace the fact in al itsimplications, and so brought athird,
male, partner into their dalliances. It hardly mattered who. Unless, of course, you were the unimportant
mae himsdf. Inwhich case, it was adamnable inault.

"Who'sthere?' The two women pulled apart and struggled up out of the mattresses. Their heads
appeared over the top of the wagon. Hair black and blond, eyes brown and green, one mouth sweet and
the other sassily sticking out alittle pink triangle of tongue. Both were, implicitly, laughing at him.

"Never mind about me," Darger said iffly. "I see the way the wind blows. Continue, | pray you. | retain
the fondest memories of you both, and | wish you nothing but well."

The women stared a him with frank astonishment. Then Theodosiawhispered in Anyas ear, and Anya
smiled and nodded. "Well?' Theordosasaid to Darger. "Areyou joining us or not?"

Darger wanted to spurn their offer, if for no other reason than his dignity's sake. But, being merely
human—and male to boot—he complied.

So for aspace of time Darger and Surplus stayed in Arcadia and were content. Being the sort of men
they were, however, mere contentment could never satisfy them for long, and so one day they loaded
their bagsinto arented pony-cart and departed. For once, though, they left behind people who genuinely
regretted seeing them leave.

Some distance down the road, as they passed by the ruins of the Monastery of St. Vasilios, the pony
grew restive and they heard the music of pipes.

There, Stting atop thewall, waiting for them, was Dionysus. He was wearing a peasant's blouse and
trousers, but even s, he looked every inch agod. He casudly set down his panpipes. "Bach," he said.
"The old tunes are best, don't you agree?"

"| prefer Vivadi," Darger said. "But for aGerman, Bach wasn't bad.”
"So. You'releaving, areyou?"'

"Perhaps welll be back, someday,” Surplus said.

"I hope you're not thinking of returning for the bronzes?!

It was asif acloud had passed before the sun. A dark shiver ran through the air. Dionysus was, Darger
realized, preparing to assume his aspects of godhead should that prove necessary.

"If wewere" he said, "would this be aproblem?’

"Aye. | have no abjection to your bronze man and hislions going home. Though the morality of their
staying or returning is more properly amatter for the local rabbisto establish. Unfortunately, there would
be curiogity asto their provenance and from whence they had come. Thisland would be the talk of the
world. But | would keep our friends as obscure as possible for aslong as may be. And you?"

Surplussighed. "It ishard to put thisinto words. It would be aviolation of our professiond ethics not to
return for the bronzes. And yet..."



"Andyet," Darger said, "'l find mysdlf reluctant to re-introduce thistimelessland to the modern world.
These are gentlefalk, their destruction of &t. Vadilios notwithstanding, and | fear for them all. History has
never been kind to gentlefolk.”

"| agreewith you entirdly. Which iswhy | have decided to stay and to protect them."”
"Thank you. | have grown strangely fond of them all.”
"l aswell," Surplussaid.

Dionysus leaned forward. "That isgood to hear. It softens the hurt of what | must say to you. Whichis:
Do not return. 1 know what sort of men you are. A week from now, or amonth, or ayear, you will
think again of the value of the bronzes. They arein and of themselves worth afortune. Returned to
England, the prestige they would confer upon their findersis beyond price. Perhaps you have been guilty
of crimind activities; for this discovery, much would be forgiven. Such thoughts will occur to you. Think,
aso this That these folk are protected not by me aone, but by the madness| can bring upon them. |
want you to leave thisland and never come back."

"Wha—never return to Arcadia?' Surplussaid.
"Y ou do not know what you ask, Sr!" Darger cried.

"Let thisbe an Arcadia of the heart to you. All places abandoned and returned to must necessarily
disappoint. Distance will keep its memory evergreen in your hearts." Now Dionysus reached out and
embraced them both, drawing them to his bosom. In amurmurousvoice, he said, "Y ou need anew
desire. Let metell you of aplacel glimpsed en route to Greece, back when | was merely human. It has
many names, |stanbul and Congtantinople not the least among them, but currently it is called Byzantium."

Then for atime he spoke of that most cosmopolitan of cities, of its mosgues and minarets and
holographic pleasure-gardens, of its temples and palaces and baths, where al the many races of the
world met and shared their lore. He spoke of regal women as aluring as dreams, and of philosophers so
subtle in their equivocations that no three could agree what day of the week it was. He spoke too of
treasures. gold chalices, chess sets carved of porphyry and jade, silver-ssemmed cups of narwhalivory
delicately carved with unicorns and maidens, swords whaose hilts were flecked with gems and whose
blades no force could shatter, tuns of wine whose intoxicating effects had been hand-crafted by the finest
sorytelersin the Eagt, vast libraries whose every book was the last surviving copy of itstext. There was
awaysmusicintheair of Byzantium, and the ddlicate foods of a hundred cultures, and of asummer's
night, lovers gathered on the star-gazing platformsto practice the amatory artsin the velvety perfumed
darkness. For the Festival of the Red and White Roses, streams and rivers were re-routed to run through
the city streets, and a province's worth of flowerswere plucked and their petals cast into the flowing
waters. For the Festival of the Honey of Eden...

Sometimelater, Darger shook himself from hisreverie, and discovered that Surpluswas staring blindly
into the distance, while their little pony stamped his feet and shook his harness, anxiousto be off. He
gripped hisfriend's shoulder. "Ho! Seepy-head! Y ou've wandered off into the Empyrean, when you're
needed here on Earth.”

Surplus shook himsdlf. "I dreamed. .. what did | dream? It'slost now, and yet it seemed vitally important
at thetime, asif it were something | should remember, and even cherish." He yawned grestly. "Well, no
matter! Our stay in the countryside has been pleasant, but unproductive. The Evan-gel os bronzes remain
lost, and our purses are periloudy closeto empty. Where shal we go now, to replenish them?”

"Eadt," Darger said decisively. "Eadt, to the Bosporus. | have heard—somewhere—grest things of that



aity cdled... caled...”

"Byzantium!" Surplus said. "I too have heard wondrous tal es—somehow—of itswedlth and beauty. Two
such men as oursalves should do marvelous wdll there™

"Then we are agreed." Darger shook the harness, and the pony set out at atrot. They both whooped and
laughed, and if therewasasmal hurt in their hearts they did not know what it was or what they should
do about it, and s0 it was ignored.

Surpluswaved histricorn hat inthear. "Byzantium awaitd"



