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      Blurb

      

      The first casualty in every war is the truth. Which is terrible if you happen to be Truth herself.

      In the golden age of the gods, Veritas was one of the most celebrated deities. These days she sits on her couch, suffers from panic attacks, and shouts at the news. Modern times have not been kind to the truth, and now she's more elusive than ever.

      But when mysterious cracks begin appearing through her temple, Veritas is forced to act. Someone is attacking the truth, and there's only one person she can turn to. A god she'd rather push out a window than rely on. Her ex-husband, Apollo.

      Modern times killed their love, but if it kills the truth one last time, all will lose - none more so than Apollo.
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    Chapter 1

    I stood in line and let out a massive sigh. How long was this going to take?

    I stared at everybody else as I waited there. I was wearing my white dress, white stockings, and white high-heeled shoes. No one bothered to return my gaze, even though I wasn’t dressed in the habitual toga and wreath of the gods around me. What was more, I didn’t have a thunderbolt or a sword or a scepter in my hands. All I held was a document packet chock-full of identification. I would need it. I always needed it everywhere I traveled.

    As the line began to move, and one of the raucous warlike gods beside me stopped threatening to send the dogs of war after the admin staff, I let out a sigh.

    I knew what was going to happen next. It always happened.

    They were going to question me. I was going to tell them who I was. They weren’t going to believe me. I was going to dump every single piece of identification I had on the counter, they were going to read it all, then they were going to ignore it.

    I shook my head. Sometimes it was hard being me.

    When the ridiculous warlike god in front of me was seen to, I pulled out my documents and got ready. Before I could be waved over by a cashier, someone behind me rammed into my shoulder and walked straight past me right up to the next clerk.

    I could have said something, but one flick of my gaze their way, and I knew there was no point. It was Mercury, the messenger god. He owned an astoundingly profitable media company. He was directly in charge of the powerful communications network which interconnected all the gods. And yes, he flat-out couldn’t see me these days. Okay, I wasn’t invisible to him, but he hadn’t bothered to turn around and say sorry either.

    I crossed my arms and shook my head.

    After a minute or two, the next cashier waved me forward.

    I walked up to her, checking behind me to ensure that no other god was about to rush up and take my place. When I was satisfied, I neatly placed my documents on the counter.

    “How can I help you?” The cashier slightly inclined her head to the side and offered a well-practiced smile.

    I tried to return the smile, but it was hard, considering I knew what was going to happen next. “I’m here to pay my god registration fee.”

    “Easy, all you have to do is show your symbols of office, then we can confirm your identity and you can pay your registration fee,” the cashier said automatically.

    Easy? We’ll see about that.

    “Who in Heaven are you?” The cashier nodded my way.

    “I am Veritas, the embodiment of truth.”

    As soon as I said it, the cashier got a confused look on her face. “Sorry, you’re who?”

    I tried to keep smiling, but I would have had to press my fingers into my cheeks to stop the frown that was growing. “I’m Truth, I am the embodiment of truth, that’s my power,” I tried again.

    Bless the cashier’s little cotton socks, but she still looked confused. “Who?”

    By now I should have been used to it, but I still found my teeth grating together. I sorted through my documents, pulling out every single registration fee I’d ever paid, and I stacked them neatly on the counter in front of me. “The embodiment of truth. Look, if you’ll just see here, these are all my old registration fees. If you copy the identification number, then we can get this sorted.”

    The cashier looked down at my papers, tugged them toward her, glanced at them, then looked back at me. Her lips pulled into a compressed line, and her brow crumpled. “But where is your symbol of office?”

    I gave up on trying to be friendly and polite, and I put a hand on my hip and let out a heavy sigh. “I don’t have one. I’m truth. Nothing symbolizes truth but,” I gave a shrug, “The truth. Which is me.” I patted my chest.

    The cashier pressed her lips together and chewed them around. “But everybody has a symbol of office. What about a set of scales?” she asked, trying to be helpful.

    “That’s Justice.”

    “Ummm… an equals sign?” the cashier tried again, blinking her eyes in a hopeful move.

    “An equals sign indicates equivalence, not truth. Trust me, I have no symbol of office, because truth is an entirely abstract concept.” I sucked in a steadying breath. “If we go off the number on the rest of my registration forms, we’ll be able to—”

    “I’m going to have to go talk to management. Without a symbol of office, I don’t think I can let you through. I don’t recognize you…. I’ll go talk to management.” The cashier backed away from me and wandered off.

    I stood there, putting both my hands on my hips and shaking my head. Why was it so hard for people to recognize the truth these days? It had never been this bad in the heyday of the gods, but since humanity had grown up, they’d brought with them their liberal views of what was fact and what was fiction. These days I’d become one of the most elusive gods. These days most people, including gods, could hardly recognize me at all.

    It was a sign of the times, wasn’t it? In previous ages, truth had been the building block of not just life, but of divinity, too. These days it was an unpopular and some would say unnecessary concept.

    I shook my head again, putting a hand up to my brow and running my fingers along it. It took ages for the cashier to come back, and when she did, she brought management, then I went through exactly the same process with them.

    If it hadn’t been my registration fee, I would have walked out. Nothing was worth this much frustration. But since they’d brought in the god registration fees, you couldn’t live without them. If you wanted to use divine transport, which included going through portals or booking a ticket on a Pegasus taxi, you had to have paid your current registration fee. Hell, if you wanted to access any of the communication networks, you had to be registered. You needed it to pick up a god newspaper. Not to mention if you needed to go to god hospital or hang out at a god bar – you required some form of identification these days.

    They’d brought the new measures in since Ragnarok. Now the gods were rewriting themselves, the Integration Office needed some way to keep track of them. While that might work for some of the popular gods like Mercury, it was a real bugger when it came to me.

    I managed to pay my fee. Yet I knew as I walked away, the people behind me simply forgot all about me. Still, with my registration paid, at least that meant I could go home, veg out on my couch, and watch TV…. Because that’s all I got to do these days.

    In the past, in the golden age of the gods, many had accused me of being a hermit. I was truth, and I couldn’t be seen at every god party, function, or picnic. I had to be careful who I associated with and what events I appeared to support. If truth was on your side, you had power.

    These days I was a total loner. I went to the store to buy my food, to the Integration Office when I had to remind them about my registration again, then back home to watch TV on my couch. It was a lonely life, but it was the best I could hope for. While the other gods were running with the times, and after Ragnarok were enjoying mythological reinvention, I wasn’t.

    I was the truth. Or rather, the embodiment of truth. I wasn’t some war god, I wasn’t some beauty god, I wasn’t some god who could break free of their myth. Technically, I wasn’t a god at all. I was the form that stood for and recognized truths. There wasn’t a lot I could change about it, let alone the myths that surrounded me. Whatever I did had to be true. I couldn’t josh around, and I couldn’t lie.

    In the modern world, there was no longer a place for me. Truth was out of fashion.

  
    Chapter 2

    After the registration office, I reluctantly had to head to the Ambrosia. It was one of those god bars they had dotted around Earth. One of the places I never bothered to visit these days. What would somebody say if truth walked up to them at a bar? They would realize that drinking would get them nowhere, their stories weren’t funny, they’d already eaten too many peanuts, and that the best thing to do was to go home immediately and see their god wife and god children.

    I didn’t have any option this time, though, because I needed some window cleaner, and unfortunately the only place nearby that offered some was the Ambrosia. Though most gods didn’t know this, ambrosia – apart from being a ridiculous beverage, the consumption of which led to bar fights, inadvertent wars, and goat sacrifices – was also fantastic glass cleaner.

    I headed in, several bottles in my arms, wanting to get in and out as soon as possible so I could go back to sitting on my couch and shouting at the news about how much it lied.

    Yet as truth, I appreciated an old and accurate saying. Best-laid plans are always blown apart by drunken gods.

    As I entered the Ambrosia, everybody didn’t turn around to stare at me. They didn’t comment on the fact I wasn’t wearing a toga, and neither did they point out I was holding empty glass bottles and carrying around an old milk crate. Nobody bothered to look at me at all.

    I walked up to the bar, setting my milk crate on the counter. I cleared my throat, then I cleared my throat again, and then I slammed a hand down on the bar in order to get someone’s attention. “Hello? Would it be possible to get some Ambrosia to go?”

    One of the wait staff turned around, looked confused, almost as if they were double-checking that I was there, then walked over to me. “Sorry?”

    You wouldn’t believe how many times I had to repeat myself these days. People would only believe the truth if it shouted at them and smacked them in the face several times. These days gods and men were more used to fiction.

    Eventually I got the waiter to understand, and he started to fill my bottles with ambrosia. Fortunately he didn’t ask what I was going to do with it all, because he would balk at the fact I was going to use it, not to drink and have a jolly good time, but to clean my windows, mirrors, and glassware.

    As I waited for my bottles to be filled, I glanced to my left to see a ridiculous god who had multiple arms and a beer in each hand. He chucked his head back and laughed riotously.

    I drummed my fingers on the bar as I looked at him.

    There was one damn good thing about being anonymous: people didn’t bother to look at you, and raucous gods at bars didn’t bother irritating you while you were getting your window cleaner.

    Today I wasn’t going to be quite so lucky. My raucous friend slammed back one of his arms, and the contents of his beer mug flew right out of it and splashed over my face, chest, and arms.

    I put a hand up to my cheek, wiped the ambrosia off with a quick swipe, and turned around to glare at him.

    The god looked my way, and, as I was so used to these days, his face crumpled with confusion. He paused for a long moment, then he lumbered over to me. “You owe me a beer,” he managed as he brought one of his other beers up and downed the contents in an ungodly sounding slurp.

    I pressed my lips together and looked at him sternly. “I certainly do not. That is a lie,” I said pointedly.

    He stared at me, his lips pulling across his teeth, revealing rows of jagged, stained, pointed stumps. “Are you accusing me of being a liar?” he asked as he leaned down in front of me, three of his hands slamming onto the bench right by my side.

    I looked at his hands, then I turned my head slowly and looked right in his eyes. “I’m not accusing you of being a liar; you are a liar. It is a fact, not a supposition.”

    The god gave a dry laugh that rattled out of his throat as if the damn thing was lined with rocks and broken glass. “You need to be careful, small-time goddess.” His lips crinkled into a sneer. “Don’t pick a fight with a god far, far more powerful than you.”

    I shot him a slow, languid, unaffected glance. “I am not picking a fight, and furthermore, you are not far, far more powerful than me.”

    Part of me – a reasonable, rational voice – told me to back the hell away from the crazy drunk god with the six arms, but the frustrated part of me that had stood at the registration office for hours was louder tonight.

    “Oh, you want to play, do you?” The six-armed god snapped, letting out another throaty laugh.

    I didn’t want to play. What was more, what he had in mind was not going to be a game. You could recognize that even if you weren’t the embodiment of truth.

    I flicked my gaze over to the bar to see that the waiter had finished filling my bottles. He had a pale look on his face as he glanced from the six-armed god to me. “Ah, lady, you might want to back off,” the waiter suggested through a careful, clenched-teeth smile.

    I pressed my lips together as I realized that the waiter was telling the truth, but unfortunately it was too late for that, because Mr. Six Arms squared up in front of me and took a swing right at my head.

    I dodged, twisting my neck to the side and taking a neat step backward, my high heels clicking evenly on the floor. I stepped aside again, just as Mr. Six Arms took another swipe at me, but this time I waited until the last moment, deftly ducking out of the way, ensuring that the big brute overbalanced and fell smack bang on the floor next to me.

    I stepped over him, nodded at the waiter, passed him my money, grabbed up my milk crate, and walked out.

    Though I had just been in a bar fight, and though I had a triumphant smile plastered over my lips, none of the other gods in the Ambrosia bothered to look my way. They had been too interested in their drinks and general merriment to bother observing Truth in a bar fight.

    Hugging my milk crate to my hip, I walked along the street outside the Ambrosia, heading to my car.

    Not many gods had cars. They generally preferred to ride a chariot or a lightning bolt instead. 

    I was the truth, and nowhere in my mythology had there been a sparkling sports car, a chariot steered by dung beetles, or a gold-winged horse. Oh, if the truth wanted to get somewhere, the truth had to drive herself. As there wasn’t so much work for me these days, I couldn’t afford anything more than this rusty, busted up car.

    I crammed my milk crate full of ambrosia in the back, sat down, fixed my hair over my shoulder, tilted the mirror, and looked at my reflection. I gave a heavy sigh and turned on the ignition.

    As the embodiment of truth, I had to be careful what I admitted to, because I would know whether it was true or not. In the bar, I hadn’t been able to dodge the six-armed god because I’d used some fancy pre-cognitive power to predict where his swipes would land. I had just been in my fair share of tussles over the years, and I knew how to handle myself in a fight. My power didn’t dwell in knowing the future. That was knowledge, not truth. I was specifically the embodiment of truth, not of facts, not of theories, not of precognition, and not of knowledge. While I felt it was a position that had some import (sarcasm aside), my powers were limited. You couldn’t use me to figure out what numbers would win the lottery, and you wouldn’t bother to ask for stock tips. I couldn’t know the truth for all time and space, because the truth changed. Few people realized that, but it was, shall we say, built into the fabric of reality. As the world changed, the truth about it changed, so one couldn’t know what was true beforehand. They had to wait around to find out, and that included me, too.

    My sole power lay in recognizing the truth when I saw it, which meant I could recognize lies, too.

    Some would say, especially if they were one of the powerful gods, that my abilities were pathetic and useless. Yet while I did have limitations, the truth would always prevail.

    As I pulled out from the curb, I flicked the radio on. I had a long drive ahead of me. Previously I had lived close to the city, close to the gods and human beings, that wasn’t the case these days. As truth had become obscure in modern times, so had I, and I had been forced to move further afield.

    I lived deep in a forest, smack bang in the middle of nowhere.

    I cycled through the radio stations as I drove, and, as I found myself putting both hands on the wheel as I negotiated a tricky corner, I accidentally switched to the one radio station I never, ever listened to.

    As soon as I realized what I’d done, my skin chilled, and I felt a rush of unpleasant sensations twist all the way through me.

    It was his voice. It was his radio station.

    My ex-husband.

    Yes, I had an ex-husband.

    I caught a snippet of the show before I launched out a hand and almost punched the button to turn the radio off. His voice sent a thunderbolt down my spine.

    I almost had to pull over.

    Apollo.

    God of truth.

    I blinked my eyes ferociously, bringing a hand up to my face and hiding behind it.

    Apollo.

    Once upon a time, we’d been natural consorts. Times had changed, though. As the embodiment of truth, I gave him most of his power. It was an old and ancient relationship, and one that was not seen much these days, if at all. While he was the god of truth and could wield that power, it was through me that he derived that power in the first place. All those years ago, in the golden age of the gods, when we were starting out and getting our powers and mythologies, we’d been together…. But now? Oh, don’t get me started on now.

    He’d changed.

    I narrowed my eyes until I almost closed them as I continued to drive down the road, staring at my radio with an aggrieved look.

    Though it was hard these days to avoid Apollo – he was one of the most powerful gods, and he was everywhere, and seemed to have his finger in every single pie – I made it my life’s mission not to run into him, not to see him on the god news, and not to tune into his radio program. Because yeah, he had a radio program. It was some clairvoyant nonsense. As the god of Delphi, he ran this late-night talk show where he offered clairvoyant advice to gods who’d lost their way. It was one of those call-in affairs, and each night numerous lost and worried gods would call up with all sorts of pathetic queries, and Apollo would use his precognitive powers to resolve them. It was kitsch, it was ridiculous, and if my ex-husband wasn’t the one running it, I would love the show. But there was no way I could listen to his particular melodic, baritone voice. No way at all.

    As soon as I thought that, I ground my teeth, closed my eyes, and spat out a swear word. I was lying. As truth I could recognize that, and as truth it made it hard to be in my head sometimes.

    By the time I got home, I was in the most severe mood I’d been in for ages.

    That was saying something, because over the past several years… things had been changing. It wasn’t just the fact I was a loner. It wasn’t just the fact that when I walked out amongst both humans and gods, hardly anybody seemed to recognize me anymore. It was something else…. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but it made me so frightened that sometimes I feared I was going mad.

    Could the embodiment of truth go mad? What would happen to the rest of reality if truth went off its nut? Would strange things start to occur? Would people realize it was true that confectionary was running the country? Would people start to realize that cats are aliens sent to guide humanity? Would every single scrap of knowledge humanity had spent the last thousands of years acquiring turn out to be nothing but fiction, to be replaced only by bizarre factoids like there is no evil, there are only goats?

    I shook my head just thinking about it. Pretending something was fact when it was fiction irritated me. The thought that if I went mad and somehow lost touch with the truth was indeed a dementing one.

    When I was within the gates of my temple, I tugged at the clip that had kept my hair back all day long, let my hair go wild with a flick of my head, and held up a fist.

    Damn the modern age with its fictions and registration lines and six-armed gods, and more than anything, Apollo.

    I muscled my milk crate full of ambrosia into my house, and my mood didn’t improve any when I was behind the doors of my temple. If you could call it a temple. From the outside, it was nothing but a rickety old house. You couldn’t recognize it was the temple of a god or the dwelling of the embodiment of a fundamental concept. It looked like a decrepit old building. That was the point. I was truth, and the house of truth was not one to draw attention to itself. You had to know what you were looking for, you had to be able to appreciate what was true in order to find it.

    When I got in, I dumped my milk crate before my door, stretched my shoulders, and let out another frustrated sigh, pursing my lips into a thin, irritated line.

    I glanced around my house. From the outside you wouldn’t know it, but from the inside it was glass. Glass, glass, glass. Windows everywhere, glass ornaments, glass pot plants, glass furniture, glass knickknacks, and mirrors. The mirrors were everywhere. Along the corridor that ran straight through the center of my house, there was nothing but mirror after mirror after mirror.

    It wasn’t because I was vain. I wasn’t Aphrodite or some self-interested god of beauty or love. I was truth, and truth had to reflect itself. It wasn’t a concept that many would understand, or not these days at least. The primary function of truth was that it recognized itself. Hence my power. If I couldn’t look in the mirror and see me, then I couldn’t recognize what was true. It was by recognizing what was true that I could recognize what was false, and from those acts grew my power. Yes, I’d gone a bit overboard with the glass in my house, and technically had more mirrors than most people would see in their lives, but hello, I was the embodiment of a fundamental concept, and when it came to decoration, I couldn’t lash out and buy some modern couches and some nice art for the walls. I had to reflect who I was at all times, or… I didn’t want to go there.

    Rather than hop into cleaning all of my glassware, especially my mirrors, I settled on making a bit of toast and flopped down on my couch in front of the TV. I figured that cleaning my mirrors could wait until tomorrow.

    I picked up the remote and started flicking through the stations. I was not one for fiction. I couldn’t suspend my disbelief long enough to get into a movie or TV show, or one of those new inane dramas they were showing these days. There was something obvious about fiction that got my goat.

    It was always the news for me. Then again, the news wasn’t much better. More often than not, I would find myself shouting at it that it was lying.

    I flopped back in my chair, pulling up a cushion and hugging it to my chest. Grabbing the blanket thrown over the back of the couch, I snuggled into it, pulling it around my head and glaring mutinously as I settled down to watch the TV.

    At first they had a piece on who’s who of the gods these days. Janus and Atlas, an exciting new couple, according to the newsreader, had been seen bathing at one of the new god bathhouses. Venus and Vulcan were going through another tough time, and on and on. More often than not, I found myself ticking my head to the side as I realized whatever the newsreader was saying was a lie. I couldn’t help it. I knew instinctively whenever anything wasn’t the truth. I couldn’t get away from that power. It wasn’t part of me, it was me. Okay yes, I realized that sometimes, alright, most of the time, it could annoy people. And by some people, more than anything it would irritate the hell out of one busy, powerful, ex-husband. Still, I had to be true to myself, literally, and I couldn’t allow a lie to stand unchallenged.

    I managed to get through the silly filler program until the news started for real. I settled down, bringing my cover further around me.

    “They started work on another wing of the new god hospital today,” the news presenter said as a picture of a massive but still innocuous cloud was shown on the TV screen.

    I sniffed, narrowing my eyes. I knew what was going to come next.

    “It has been funded through the heroic efforts of everybody’s favorite doctor god, Apollo.” The newsreader gave an enormous smile. “Is there anything that man can’t do?”

    “Be reasonable?” I shouted at the TV.

    The TV didn’t shout back.

    “With the new restructurings that have gone on since Ragnarok, brave Apollo has taken on more tasks. We’re all lucky to have him working for every single one of us,” the news presenter said, almost effervescent as he spoke.

    Lucky? We weren’t lucky, as Apollo wasn’t doing it for us. Apollo didn’t have so many powers, so many myths, and so many tasks because he wanted to help other people. Oh, it was because he was work driven. He was obsessed. There was nothing he could say no to. How many jobs did he have these days? Not only was he a doctor at a human hospital, but he was the CMO at the god hospital as well. He was a choirmaster, too. He even wrote and performed his own poetry. He had his own band, and he headed up several human companies researching solar power and whatnot. He didn’t just have his finger in lots of pies. He seemed to totally consume everything.

    I hid my eyes behind my covers, hand clutching the remote as I wondered whether I should turn the TV off. I couldn’t. It was my only release these days.

    I hoped they wouldn’t show a picture of his face.

    Oh no. In another moment the shot changed and everybody’s favorite god-of-all-trades stood before the new mammoth cloud hospital, a smile on his lips.

    He hadn’t changed. He looked the same. Tall, athletic, clean-shaven, with a bright and handsome face, and that same effervescent energy running through his expression. He had shoulder-length light brown hair, which he always kept tucked up in a neat ponytail at the base of his neck. That ponytail drove me crazy. Because I’d seen him with short hair, and he looked much better and much less, how should I say, like a Nordic girl god?

    He never cut his hair, because he never bothered to listen to me. I was that nagging ex-wife of his who thought she knew the truth, and, frankly, in all reality did know the truth.

    I shook my head bitterly as I watched the TV.

    Apollo gave another energetic smile. “This will be the most modern hospital the gods have seen. We have ensured that she has the best equipment, the best staff, and she will give the best service.”

    “With you at the helm, I guess we can guarantee that’s going to be the truth, can’t we?” The news presenter leaned in and chuckled. “We mustn’t forget that not only are you the god of healing, but you’re also the god of truth, too.”

    I pressed forward in my chair, the move instinctual. I waited. What was Apollo going to say?

    Apollo chuckled. “Yes, I am the god of truth, and I can guarantee that this hospital will be the best hospital the gods have seen.”

    I picked up the cushion I was hugging and threw it right at the TV. Fortunately the TV didn’t fall over and set the carpet alight. Firstly, it wasn’t an ordinary human TV, and secondly, I often threw my cushions at it so it was bolted to the table.

    What Apollo had said wasn’t the truth, or it was the truth, kind of. But the point was, Apollo had no right to say it. He had no right to use his office, to use his authority to make people believe him when he himself couldn’t be sure of the facts.

    I gritted my teeth together then grated them from one side to the other over and over again.

    Over the years, Apollo had often accused me of being irascible, histrionic, and unreasonable. I grabbed another cushion and threw it right at the TV again.

    Fortunately for me the news presenter moved on, and Apollo’s face was replaced by another scene. I let out a massive sigh of relief, dropping back into my chair and closing my eyes. I grabbed the cover from around me, brought it up, and pushed it into my face.

    You would have thought I would be over this by now, right? Apollo and I hadn’t been consorts for years and years and years, eons even. We hadn’t been together since the genesis of the gods.

    Though it sounded bizarre, I couldn’t quite put my finger on when we’d separated. It had happened slowly, over time, and it was all a fog. As he’d changed, as he’d acquired more and more powers, accumulated more and more myths, and as I’d started to dwindle into the background as truth became a mere by-line in history, we had…separated.

    We hadn’t had some massive argument one night, only for me to walk out. It had just… gradually happened.

    That didn’t make it easy, though, and that didn’t mean I forgave him for it all. I was still connected to him. I was still his patron. He was only the god of truth because I backed him up. What was more, several of his other abilities, like healing and precognition, relied on the power of truth too.

    Though I substantiated a good proportion of his godly power, we didn’t see each other anymore. Hell, I imagined he hardly acknowledged my existence these days. I hadn’t received a letter from him, a phone call, or any form of communication for centuries. If we crossed paths, he would glance at me, offer me an awkward smile, and run from the room. No “Hello, I’ve missed you,” no “Thanks for substantiating all of my power for all these years.”

    At least he recognized me, though. He of all people and gods could never forget me. If he forgot who I was, then he could kiss goodbye to his tenure as a doctor at the god hospital, he would also have to give up the oracle at Delphi, he would have to abandon that ridiculous late-night clairvoyant radio program, and on and on.

    How ironic was that? The only person who was guaranteed to recognize me these days was my ex-husband, a man who avoided me at every opportunity.

    As I watched the TV warily, super careful in case he popped back on screen, I realized that the piece on the god hospital was over, and I started to remove the covers from my face.

    If I was a more melodramatic goddess, I would bemoan my existence. It was a lonely one, and these days it was a boring one, too. I was out of work. No one would hire me, because no one would recognize me. As for friends, what few friends I once had were slowly falling by the wayside. Justice hadn’t bothered calling me in years, and these days she hardly bothered to wave at me in the supermarket. Although it was tempting to blame her, I knew I couldn’t. She couldn’t recognize me, like the rest of them, they were all growing further away from the truth.

    If Apollo were here, and he were privy to my thoughts, he would shake his head and tut at me several times. We’d had this argument many, many times. He’d told me until he’d gone blue in the face on more than one occasion that if I wanted to be seen, then I had to get out there. It was a two-way street, or a double-edged sword. The more I hid, the less they were exposed to me and the less they could remember what it was like to see the truth.

    I knew it wasn’t that easy. Okay… he was right to some extent, but I suspected it wasn’t easy.

    I tried to push Apollo from my mind, and walked over to my TV and picked up the two cushions I’d thrown there. I sat back down just as a piece on Mercury was coming on.

    He looked pretty het up. As I watched him shake his head, his winged cap falling off, I realized that when I’d seen him that afternoon at the registration office, he hadn’t looked happy either. Now he was apoplectic.

    “I cannot overestimate how dangerous this is,” Mercury said, shaking his head again as he picked up his cap and clutched it in his hand, his knuckles going white.

    “Some would say this is not dangerous. Some would say this is going with the times. You and your company, Mercury Communications, have had a monopoly on all divine media for the past several hundred years. Isn’t it healthy that you’ve got competition now?”

    “Competition? Why the hell do we need competition? This isn’t a public company. I run the communications contract from the Integration Office. I make no money on this,” Mercury reacted.

    “Unlike your public companies,” the news reporter said, a slight smile on his face.

    “This has nothing to do with my public companies. Yes, while I do sit on their boards and oversee them, I stay within the rules of the Integration Office, and any profit made on them, is profit made and shared amongst the humans. This is different. We’re talking about the most valuable and important communications contract the Integration Office has. It is damn dangerous to consider sharing it with a company that hasn’t even been running for a year. Do we know anything about this company? We don’t even know who’s running it,” Mercury spat.

    “Some would say it is up to the Integration Office to decide who they give their communications contract to,” the news presenter countered.

    Mercury’s hands got tighter and tighter around his cap, and if it weren’t the symbol of his power, he’d be crushing it by now. “Yeah, it’s up to the Integration Office to decide who they give their contract to. But they can’t be considering hiring an unknown company. Before we consider giving them a share of this contract, we need to know who they are and what they’re capable of. They are untested. For all you know, as soon as they get their hands on one of our networks, they’ll run it down. I don’t need to tell you how valuable and important the divine communication networks are. We cannot run the risk of damaging them at all, let alone interrupting communications.”

    As I watched, I couldn’t help but crumple my eyebrows right down over my eyes, my nose twisting up. Though the news presenter was tacitly suggesting the winged-god was blowing things out of proportion, I could tell that wasn’t right. Mercury was telling the truth.

    I sat forward, my blanket falling down. I hadn’t heard anything about this communications review. Whatever it was, it must have only happened in the last day or so. Or at least that’s when it must have gone public.

    “Are you suggesting that the Integration Office would risk a contract with an untrustworthy company? Are you suggesting they wouldn’t do their research?” the presenter grilled Mercury.

    It was a leading question, and you could see that the news presenter was taking some pleasure out of it. It wasn’t every day that one could grill the messenger god himself.

    Mercury snorted with frustration. “I’m not saying the Integration Office won’t do their job. I’m saying that they represent the gods, and every single god needs to know what’s happening. We all need to be informed. I am pleading that before this merger goes ahead, before our contract is split up and shared with this company, that we do a complete review of who they are and what they’re capable of. We can’t take this lightly. This network connects everyone, it controls all communication sources, and it is damn powerful. We can’t run the risk of anything happening to it,” Mercury said, straightening up, a powerful look in his eyes.

    As he straightened up, I sat back, keeping my gaze locked on the TV and locked on Mercury’s face.

    I sniffed. Wow. This was serious news.

    I sat there and watched the rest of the interview and the assorted programs that came afterward until I started to drift off.

    Most gods didn’t sleep, some did, some chose to. I was an embodiment. I was different. I was far more connected to the source of my power; I was my power. It was a subtle difference, one being tested since the events of Ragnarok. It meant that every night I had to settle down, surrender to the silence, and return to who I was. While it sounded transcendent to sit back on your couch, huddle into a blanket, and get one-on-one with the truth, it was far more relaxing than it sounded.

    I slept. It would be the last time I would be close to the truth for days.

  
    Chapter 3

    I woke up with a snap. That wasn’t right. I had been dreaming, or something like that. Gods didn’t dream the same way humans did. Our consciousness couldn’t be fooled on such a level. Instead, while our minds drifted, they did with clarity. As I pressed forward in my chair, letting the blanket fall from my shoulders as my face crumpled with worry, I realized what I’d been dreaming of. Cracks. Cracks in the ground beneath my feet, cracks in the sky above my head, and cracks all the way down my arms, deep into my hands, and running all the way over my body.

    I sat there, mouth open, until I shook my head resolutely.

    It had only been a dream, I tried to tell myself, but as soon as I thought it, I knew it wasn’t true. Rather than press the point, I got to my feet.

    I stood in my lounge room, pushing a hand over my forehead, patting my chest, trying to get my nerve back.

    It was hard being the embodiment of truth sometimes. While I could recognize a lie or the truth in real time, I didn’t have precognitive powers. If the situation changed, the truth about it changed. Though it was a concept few could understand, truth was not static. There wasn’t one fact that was true for all space and time. Unfortunately it was far more relative than that.

    Truth hadn’t always been changeable
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