
GODS OF OLYMPUS

––––––––

The Weight of the Immortal


Table of Contents

Title Page

Gods Of Olympus

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

CHAPTER NINETEEN

Also By Ioakim Ioakim

About the Author

Author:  IOAKIM IOAKIM

Copyright © 2026 by [Ι.Ιoakim]

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author's imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

First Edition : May 2026

Title: GODS OF OLYMPUS

Cover design by the author : [Ι.Ιoakim]

Formatting by the author: [Ι.Ιoakim]

TABLE OF CONTENTS

Prologue — What the War Made

Chapter One — The Mountain

Chapter Two — Zeus, The King

Chapter Three — Hera, His Wife

Chapter Four — Poseidon, The Sea

Chapter Five — Demeter, The Harvest

Chapter Six — Hestia, The Hearth

Chapter Seven — Athena, Wisdom and War

Chapter Eight — Apollo, The Light

Chapter Nine — Artemis, The Hunt

Chapter Ten — Ares, War

Chapter Eleven — Aphrodite, Love

Chapter Twelve — Hermes, The Messenger

Chapter Thirteen — Dionysus, Wine and Madness

Chapter Fourteen — Perseus and Medusa

Chapter Fifteen — The Sons of Zeus

Chapter Sixteen — Hera's Anger

Chapter Seventeen — The Rock

Chapter Eighteen — What Was Built

Chapter Nineteen — The Still Water

About the Author

PROLOGUE — What the War Made

The Titans are in the dark.

They have been in the dark since the war ended — since the thunder moved through the remade world and the mountains found their final positions and the sea became what Poseidon made of it and the world reorganized itself around the new thing that had forced its way through the old thing. They are in Tartarus, which is not a place exactly but a condition, the absolute condition, the prior dark, the dark that existed before the distinction between dark and light was a distinction anyone had made. They are in it and they are themselves and the stone presses truth up through the ground into them and they receive it with the patience of things that have learned that receiving is also a form of being.

Kronos is not with them.

He is somewhere else — somewhere his son found for him, somewhere with still water and no court and no high seat and nothing to govern and nothing to be afraid of. The fear is still there. His son told him the fear would not finish and he was right, the fear does not finish, it runs through him quietly in the place with the still water, but it has nothing to act on and so it is only itself, only the feeling, stripped of the power to do what fear does when it has power. He sits with the still water and the fear runs through him and the world above him goes on without him and this is what mercy looks like when it comes from someone who has his father's certainty and watches for it.

Prometheus is on the rock.

He has been on the rock since the war ended — since he walked through thirty valleys with the coal in the fennel stalk and lit the fires and gave the knowledge to the people in the settlements and then went to wait for what came next. What came next was the rock and the chain and the eagle that arrives each morning with the specific punctuality of a thing that has been given a task and performs it without opinion. He had known this was coming. He had looked at the cost before he took the stalk and he had decided and the deciding was real and the cost is real and both things are true at the same time. He looks down from the rock at the world below and he sees the fires burning in the valleys, sees the chain of the teaching extending outward through the generations — the girl of eight who made fire before the adults teaching her children, her children teaching theirs, the knowledge moving the way all knowledge moves when it is the right knowledge at the right time, outward, without stopping, finding the places where it is needed. He sees this and he holds it against the cost and he holds them both without resolving them into each other because they are both real and reality does not require resolution.

Almost certain it was worth it, he had said on the mountain, to the boy who was not yet a king.

He is certain now.

Above the Titans in the dark. Above Kronos with his still water. Above Prometheus on the rock. Above all of it — above the level where the weather happens, above the clouds that move across the face of the world carrying rain from the sea to the mountains and back again, above the line where the air thins and the cold becomes a different kind of cold, the cold of altitude rather than the cold of season — there is Olympus.

It is not a mountain exactly.

It is the highest thing, which is not the same as a mountain. A mountain is geological — the result of the world pressing against itself, the slow collision of the deep things forcing the surface upward over time measured in the kind of numbers that have no meaning for anything with a lifespan. Olympus is something else. Olympus is the place that is highest because the highest place requires a name and a nature and Olympus has both. It is above weather. The light on Olympus is not the light of the sun passing through atmosphere — it is prior to that, cleaner, the light that the atmosphere filters for the world below but that arrives here unfiltered, in its actual quality, which is not warm exactly and not cold exactly but completely itself, the light being what light is when nothing stands between it and the thing it illuminates.

On Olympus there are twelve thrones.

They did not exist before the war. Before the war there was the high seat in Kronos's great hall, which was one seat for one king, the specific arrangement of a world with one center. After the war the world had a different shape — not one center but twelve, not one king but a council, not the high seat of a frightened king but twelve thrones for twelve gods who were not the same as each other and had not agreed to be the same and who governed the world from their differences rather than despite them.

Twelve thrones.

Twelve gods.

This is who they are.

Zeus sits in the highest throne, which is not higher than the others in the sense of elevation — all twelve thrones are on the same level, that was part of what was agreed, the agreement that no single throne would be raised above the others. It is higher in the sense of weight. The weight of what he carries — the lightning, the governance, the specific burden of being the one who ended one order and built another and who must now live inside what he built, who must govern from the place the winning put him and who knows, because Prometheus told him and because he has been checking ever since, that the winning is not protection against the mistake. That the certainty lives in him the way it lived in his father and that the checking must be continuous and that continuous checking is its own kind of exhaustion.

He checks anyway.

Hera sits beside him. This is not deference — nothing about Hera is deference. She sits beside him because beside him is where she can see everything, the whole of the court, the whole of the world below, the whole of what is happening and what is being said and what is being left unsaid, which is the thing that matters most to Hera, the unsaid. She has the watching eyes and she watches and the watching misses nothing and the nothing-missed is what she brings to the governance that Zeus cannot bring alone, which is the reason the marriage is what it is — not simple, not peaceful, the specific productive tension of two things that see differently and are stronger for the difference even when the difference costs them.

Poseidon is rarely on Olympus.

He attends when he must and leaves when he can, returning to the sea which is him and which he is and which requires his presence not in the sense of management — the sea manages itself, the sea has always managed itself — but in the sense of being. He must be in it. The throne on Olympus is real and the governance is real and the agreements he has made about the division of the world are real, but the sea is realer, is the thing that was always going to be his and that he was always going to be, and the distance between the throne and the water is a distance he crosses with the specific urgency of something that knows where it belongs.

Demeter's hands are never still.

Even on the throne, even in the council, even in the moments when the governance requires the quality of attention that Hera brings — the watching, the stillness — Demeter's hands move. Not with anxiety. With the reaching that was always there, that has been there since before she had hands for reaching, that found its object in the soil after the war and has never fully stopped even now that the object has been found. The world below is growing because of her. The grain in the valley fields, the fruit on the hillside trees, the specific abundance of a world that has been given someone to tend it — that is Demeter, that is the reaching finally arrived, and the arriving does not stop the reaching, only gives it direction.

Hestia is the warmth in the room.

She is always the warmth in the room. Every room. The great hall of Olympus and the smallest human hearth in the farthest settlement and everything between — she is in all of them, which is not division but multiplication, the center being everywhere at once because the center is a quality not a location. She does not speak often in the council. She does not need to. The warmth speaks. The holding of the center speaks. The specific thing she does that makes everything else possible — that Hera can watch and Poseidon can be absent and Zeus can govern and the twelve can be twelve different things without flying apart — that is Hestia's work, and it is invisible the way all essential things are invisible, noticed only in its absence.

The others are there too — Athena with the grey eyes that see the shape of things, Apollo with the light that is his nature, Artemis who comes from the wild places and returns to them, Ares who is the thing itself rather than the god over the thing, Aphrodite who moves through the council the way love moves through everything — without asking, without stopping, entirely itself — Hermes who is already somewhere else by the time you have finished looking at the place he was, Dionysus who arrived last and who carries in him the specific knowledge of the one who almost didn't arrive at all.

Twelve.

On twelve thrones.

Above the weather, above the rock where Prometheus waits with the eagle's punctuality, above the still water where a frightened king sits with a fear that has nothing left to act on, above the dark where the Titans feel the fires through the stone.

This is what the war made.

This is who sits in it.

This is what happened next.
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CHAPTER ONE
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The Mountain

Olympus in the early morning was the quietest place in the world.

Not quiet in the way of the mountain on Crete, which had its own sounds — the wind through the thin grass of the ridge, the goats on the rock face, the eagle on the thermal above the eastern cliff. Not quiet in the way of Tartarus, which was the absolute condition, the prior silence, the silence that existed before sound had been invented as a concept. Olympus in the early morning was quiet in the specific way of a place that is above the level where noise happens, where the weather that carries sound across the world below has not yet reached, where the light arrives before anything else and fills the space that sound has not yet filled.

Zeus was always awake before the light.

This was not insomnia and it was not discipline — it was simply what he was, the way Poseidon was the sea and Hestia was the warmth and Demeter was the reaching. He was the one who was awake before the light, who stood at the edge of Olympus in the pre-dawn and looked at the world below while it was still the color of something between, and who thought about things in the specific quality of attention that the pre-dawn allowed, which was different from the attention of full day because it had not yet been claimed by anything, had not yet been organized around the requirements of the governance and the court and the twelve thrones and everything that being what he was required of him.

He thought about his father.

Not obsessively — not in the way of someone who cannot release a thing, who returns to it compulsively, who needs it to be otherwise than it is. He thought about his father the way you think about the origin of something, the way you think about a root when you are looking at what grew from it. He thought about the still water — wherever it was, whatever valley or plateau his son had found for him, the place with no court and no high seat — and he thought about what his father did in it, how he spent the time that had been given to him when governance was taken away. He thought about whether the fear had quieted or only changed its quality, whether the absence of anything to act on had made it smaller or simply more concentrated, the fear distilled into its essential form with nowhere to go.

He did not know.

He had not gone back.

This was a decision he had made and remade many times in the years since the war — not a fixed decision, not a once-and-done, but a decision that required renewing, the way Prometheus had told him the checking required renewing, continuously, and especially at the moments when it felt most settled. He had decided not to go back and he had checked the decision and found it still the right decision and then some time later had checked it again and found it still right and this had gone on for the years since the war and the decision had held each time but the checking was still necessary because a decision that stops being checked stops being a decision and becomes an assumption and assumptions were the specific thing he had been warned about.

He stood at the edge of Olympus and looked at the world below.

The world below was not the world before the war.

This was the thing that took the longest to understand — not intellectually, he had understood it intellectually from the first day of the aftermath, from the first morning he stood on the remade terrain and saw the new mountains and the new river courses and the sea that was Poseidon's now and moved differently than it had moved before. He had understood it intellectually immediately. The understanding that took longer was the other kind — the body's understanding, the understanding that lives below thought, that arrives not as knowledge but as the specific feeling of a changed thing, the feeling you have when you have lived in a place long enough that its particular texture is in you and then the place changes and the texture in you no longer matches the texture outside you and the mismatch is what you feel before you feel anything else.

The world below had that texture now. The new texture. The one that had replaced the settled texture of the Titan age — the golden age that was not golden but settled, the long continuance of a world held in one shape by a frightened king who was very good at holding things.

This world was not held.

This was what he was still learning — what it meant to govern a world that was not held in one shape, that was moving, that was becoming rather than being, that had in it the specific restlessness of something that has been released from a long compression and is still finding its level. The human settlements were growing. Not just in size — in kind. The things they made were different from the things they had made before the war. The fires they kept were different, were the fires Prometheus had given them, were fires made rather than captured, and that difference had changed something in the settlements that was not just the fire itself but what the fire made possible — the longer evenings, the work that could be done in the dark, the meetings around fires that went later into the night because the fire would not go out, because they knew how to make another if it did.

He watched this from Olympus.

He watched the settlements grow and change and he felt, watching them, the specific thing he had felt on the far ridge during the war when Demeter had said: I want to grow something that feeds people. The thing that lived between joy and grief because it contained both, because the growing was right and the growing had cost something and both things were true.

He felt it and he did not resolve it.

He had learned, in the years since the war, that some things were not meant to be resolved — that the holding of two true things simultaneously was not a failure of resolution but the accurate description of certain kinds of reality, and that the attempt to resolve them was the thing that distorted them, that made them less true rather than more manageable.

He stood at the edge of Olympus and held what he held and watched the world below become what it was becoming.

Rhea was in the valley.

He knew this without looking — knew it the way he knew things about her, which was from the inside, from the specific quality of her presence which he had carried since before he knew what carrying something meant, since the mountain, since the morning she came up through the olive grove with the quality of someone who moved differently when she was not in the palace. She was in the valley below Olympus, in the place she had chosen after the war, the place that was hers — not a palace, not a court, a valley with a river and the human settlements on the slopes above it and the specific morning light that came from the east and found the valley before it found anything else.

He had offered her Olympus.

She had looked at him with the witnessing face — the face that saw what was there without needing it to be otherwise — and she had said: no. She had said it simply, without explaining, and he had understood the no without the explanation because he had spent twelve years on a mountain learning to understand what she meant without requiring her to put it in forms that cost her something she didn't have to spare.

She did not want Olympus.

She wanted the valley. She wanted the river and the human settlements and the morning light and the specific ordinary texture of a life that was not governance, that did not require the watching and the maintaining and the careful movement through rooms that were no longer hers. She had done that for longer than he had been alive. She had earned the valley.

He looked down at it from the edge of Olympus and felt her there and felt, feeling her, the grief-that-was-not-grief, the thing that lived between what he wanted for her and what she had chosen for herself, the distance between the two being the distance of her freedom which was not his to close.

He left it open.

The court assembled at midday.

This was the arrangement — not the first light, not the governance beginning before the light the way his father's governance had begun, the high seat occupied before the hall was fully lit as though the occupying were what made the light. Zeus had decided, in the early days after the war when the decisions about how to build the new order were still being made and everything was possible and nothing was yet fixed, that the court would assemble at midday. That the morning would belong to each of them separately, to whatever each of them needed the morning for — Poseidon in the sea, Demeter with her hands in whatever ground she had found that day, Artemis in the wild places, Apollo watching the light arrive and understanding what it meant. The morning was not the court's.

The court assembled at midday and the Eleven thrones filled. The twelfth waited. and the governance happened in the full light of the day with nothing hidden by the early dark and nothing decided before everyone was present.

He had thought carefully about this.

He had thought about his father's court — the high seat occupied before the hall was lit, the governance that preceded the day rather than living inside it, the specific quality of a king who needs to be at his governance before anyone else arrives so that when they arrive the governance is already established, already real, the king already in place. He had thought about what that quality was the quality of — the fear, the same fear, the need to be the first and the highest and the most established because the not-being-first was the thing that the prophecy threatened, the child who would come and be first instead.

He had decided the opposite.

Midday. Full light. Everyone present. Nothing decided before the assembly.

He checked this decision regularly. He checked whether it was actually the opposite of his father or whether it was the same thing in different dress — whether the deciding-to-be-different was its own form of the same certainty, the certainty that he had found the right arrangement and that the right arrangement was defined by its distance from the wrong one. He checked and he found each time that the midday assembly was genuinely different, not because of the hour but because of what the hour represented — the willingness to wait, to let the morning be the morning, to not require the governance to precede the day.

He sat in the highest throne in the sense of weight and he waited for the others.

They came as they came — each in their own time, each in their own way, each arriving with the specific quality of what they were.

Hestia was already there when he arrived, which was always true — she was always already there, the warmth preceding her, the center established before anyone could identify the moment it was established. She sat in her throne with the quality of someone who is not waiting because waiting implies the possibility of absence and Hestia was never absent, was present in the specific way of the thing that makes presence possible for everything else.

Demeter came with soil on her hands.

She came directly from whatever ground she had been in that morning — she did not stop to clean her hands, she arrived with the soil still on them, the dark earth of wherever she had been, and she sat in her throne with her hands in her lap with the soil on them and no one said anything about it because the soil on Demeter's hands was not negligence, was the evidence of the work, and the work was the reason the world below had food in it and the world below having food in it was not a small thing.

Poseidon arrived wet.

He always arrived wet, which was not carelessness — he had come from the sea, which was him, and the coming from the sea left the sea on him, and the sea on him was the sea being present in the council which was appropriate because the sea was a third of the world and should be present in the council. He shook the water from his hair with the specific motion of someone who has been in water so long that the transition to air is still always slightly surprising, and he sat in his throne and looked at Zeus with the deep-water eyes that were their mother's eyes and also entirely his own.

Hera arrived last and sat immediately and began watching.

This was her mode — to arrive at the moment when the arriving was possible without being the first, to take the position that allowed the full view, to begin the watching before the thing being watched had fully assembled itself. She watched Zeus and she watched Demeter's hands and she watched Poseidon's wet hair and she watched Hestia's warmth and she watched the others as they came — Athena with the considered step, Apollo with the light that was not metaphor, Artemis with the smell of the outside still on her, Ares with the specific compressed quality of something that is always ready to expand, Aphrodite with the quality of her presence which was the quality of love's presence, which was total and unasking and slightly ungovernable even here, Hermes already looking toward the door, Dionysus last of the twelve with the specific quality of the one who almost didn't arrive and who carries that almost in everything he does.

Twelve.

Zeus looked at them.

He felt the weight of it — not the weight of power, he had felt that weight since the war and had stopped confusing it with the weight he actually felt, which was different and more serious. The weight of what was assembled. The weight of twelve beings who had come from the same origin and had gone in twelve directions and were here now in the same room, which was the room at the top of the world, which was the room that the war had made possible and that would not exist if a frightened king had not heard a prophecy and acted on it and set in motion the long sequence of events that had ended here, on Olympus, with twelve thrones and twelve gods and the world below becoming what it was becoming.

He felt his father in that weight.

Not as presence — his father was with his still water, was not here. As origin. As the root of the thing, the thing below the thing, the substrate that was the same in both of them and that the war had not changed and that the governance had not changed and that the twelve thrones had not changed and that he checked for regularly with the specific attention Prometheus had told him to maintain.

He felt it and he checked it and the ground was still there.

He said: let us begin.

The first matter was a dispute from the eastern settlements.

It was always a matter from the settlements. This was the nature of the governance — not the large abstract questions, those existed and required attention but they were not the daily business of the court. The daily business was the settlements, the humans, the specific serious people in their valleys and on their hillsides going about the business of being mortal with the full attention that mortality required of them.

The eastern settlements had a water dispute.

Of course they did. Water disputes were the most common, had been the most common since before the war, had been the most common in Kronos's court when Metis had come with her water-border case and had stayed for three months and had done what she had done. Water moved. Water found new channels. Water was indifferent to the agreements made about where it would flow. This was the nature of water and the nature of water was Poseidon's domain and Poseidon looked at the dispute with the eyes of someone whose domain was being discussed and who had opinions about it that were larger than the specific eastern settlement and its specific tributary.

He stated his opinion.

Hera listened to the opinion and found three things wrong with it and stated the three things.

Poseidon looked at her with the deep-water eyes.

She looked back with the watching eyes.

Zeus let them look at each other for the appropriate amount of time and then he said: Athena.

Athena had been sitting with the dispute in her hands — not literally, but in the way that Athena held things, which was with the full architectural attention, the seeing of the shape of the problem from above, the understanding of what the problem was underneath what the problem appeared to be. She stated the shape of it. She stated what was actually being disputed, which was not the water — water disputes were never about the water, they were about the thing the water was proxy for, which in this case was the boundary between two settlements that had been expanding toward each other and that had been using the water as the line between them because the water was a visible line and visible lines were easier to argue about than the actual question, which was which settlement had the right to the land between them.

She stated this.

The court was quiet for a moment.

Then Demeter said: the land between them. What grows there.

Athena said: grain. The soil is good. Both settlements want it for the same reason.

Demeter said: then divide it at the water line and give each settlement the responsibility to tend their half. The tending will create the boundary more effectively than any ruling. A settlement that has tended land does not give it up.

The court considered this.

Zeus looked at Hera.

Hera had been listening to the exchange with the watching eyes and the watching had produced the assessment and the assessment was: yes. He could see it — the yes in her face, the specific quality of Hera's agreement which was not warmth but accuracy, the recognition that the right answer had been found.

He said: it is decided.

Hermes was already moving toward the door to carry the ruling east before Zeus had finished saying it, which was Hermes — always moving, already at the next thing before the current thing had fully completed itself, the messenger's relationship with time being different from everyone else's because the messenger's job was to close the distance between the moment of decision and the moment of implementation and closing distance required speed and speed required leaving before the leaving was officially sanctioned.

Zeus watched him go and felt, watching him, the specific quality of Hermes that he found most useful and most unsettling in equal measure — the being-already-elsewhere, the impossibility of containing him in the present moment. He was the most ungovernable of the twelve in the specific sense of governance as containment. You could not contain Hermes. You could only point him in a direction and trust that the direction was right and that his own nature would carry him there faster than anything else could.

He trusted the direction. He checked that he trusted it.

It held.

The court continued through the afternoon.

Seven more disputes. Two questions about the boundaries of domains — whose authority extended where, what happened at the edges where one god's domain met another's. These were the hardest questions not because they were complicated but because they required the gods to do the thing that was most difficult for beings of their nature, which was to accept limitation. Each of them was enormous. Each of them was, in their domain, without boundary. The sea had no edge that Poseidon did not govern. The harvest had no field that Demeter did not tend. The light had no hour that Apollo did not illuminate. And yet they were twelve and the world was one and the one world required them to exist alongside each other, which required edges, which required the acceptance of limitation.

This was the ongoing work.

Not the water disputes — those were symptoms. The ongoing work was this: twelve unlimited things learning to be limited by each other, learning that the limitation was not diminishment but the condition for the governance to function, that you could not have twelve unlimited things in one world without the world tearing apart at the seams, that the seams were what held it together and the seams required each of them to stop where the next one began.

Zeus governed this with the specific attention it required, which was the attention of someone who understood the difficulty from the inside — who was himself one of the unlimited things, who felt the edges of his own domain pressing against the edges of Poseidon's domain and Hera's domain and Athena's domain and who had to choose, daily, to honor the edges rather than press against them.

He chose it.

He checked that the choosing was real and not performance.

It was real.

The court ended when the light changed — when the afternoon light became the evening light and the quality of Olympus shifted from the full clarity of midday to something softer, the light filtering now even here, even above the weather, taking on the color of the day's end. Apollo felt this most acutely — he was always the first to feel the light change, it moved through him like a tide — and his feeling of it moved through the court as a kind of signal, the twelve of them registering the shift through him without needing to be told.

They left as they had come — each in their own way, each returning to whatever the morning had been taken from. Poseidon to the sea. Demeter to the ground. Artemis to the wild places. Hermes already gone. Dionysus last, as always, with the quality of someone who lingers not from reluctance but from the specific relationship with time that wine produces, the time that expands rather than contracts, the moment that is always slightly longer than the clock says it is.

Zeus stayed.

He stayed after the others left and he sat in the highest throne in the sense of weight and he looked at the empty thrones and he thought about what had been assembled here and what had been built and whether the building was what the cost had been for.

He thought: yes.

He thought it without qualification, the way Prometheus had said yes from the rock — not almost, not with the hedge of uncertainty that was appropriate before the fact but not after. After the fact the honest word was yes. The building was what the cost had been for. The twelve thrones and the midday assembly and the water disputes and the twelve unlimited things learning to be limited by each other — all of it, imperfect and real and continuing, was what the cost had been for.

He sat with it until the light was gone.

Then he rose and went to the edge of Olympus and looked down at the world below — the settlements with their fires, Poseidon's sea moving in the dark, the valleys where Demeter's grain grew in the fields, the wild places where Artemis was, the roads where Hermes moved, the places where Dionysus's wine was being poured into clay cups by people who did not know his name but who were drinking what he was.

He looked down at all of it.

He thought about his mother in the valley with the river.

He thought about his father with the still water.

He thought: I will go to see her tomorrow. Not him — not yet, perhaps not ever, the decision held — but her. I will go down from the mountain and find her in the valley and we will walk by the river and I will tell her what I see from up here and she will tell me what she sees from down there and the two views together will be more complete than either one alone.

He stood at the edge of Olympus in the dark and made this plan and felt it be real and felt it be enough.

Below him the world burned with its small serious fires.

Above him the stars were the stars of Olympus, unfiltered, in their actual quality, which was not warm exactly and not cold exactly but completely themselves.

He breathed.

He was ready for tomorrow.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Zeus, The King

The lightning was not a weapon.

He needed people to understand this and he understood that they never would, not fully, not in the way he understood it from the inside. From the outside it looked like a weapon — it arrived from the sky with the specific violence of something thrown, it struck with force, it left marks. From the outside the conclusion was obvious and wrong, the way outside conclusions about inside things were always obvious and always wrong, the way his father had looked like a villain from the outside when from the inside he was a frightened king doing the most reasonable thing available to him.

The lightning was what he was.

It was not something he held in the way of a weapon held — something separate from the holder, something that could be put down, something that existed independently and was picked up when needed. It was the external form of his interior nature, the way Poseidon's sea was the external form of Poseidon's fury-found-form, the way Demeter's harvest was the external form of Demeter's reaching-finally-arrived. The lightning was Zeus made visible, was the declaring quality of him given physical expression, was the thing the Cyclopes had understood when they made it in the dark of Tartarus — that what they were making was not a tool but a manifestation, not something he would use but something he would be.

He had been carrying it since Tartarus.

In the years since the war it
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