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THE SNOW GAVE WAY TO sunshine, and Barrett slid back his hood, and lifted the snow goggles off his face.

There it was.  Barrett stared at it, dark and broken, even in the sunlight.  Over his shoulder, he heard Seamoon say, "I'll be motherfucked."

"What did I tell you?" Barrett asked.  Seamoon and Toomey stared, awed.

"The others are going to regret missing this," Seamoon said.

"Goodmanson volunteered to stay with Alverez," Toomey said.  "That was his decision."

The other two grunted in agreement, not bothering to mention it was Goodmanson's fault Alverez had a broken leg.  Goodmanson should have known the cornice wouldn't hold his weight.  And if he hadn't fallen on top of Alverez, the entire group would be standing here looking at the temple of the gods.

Barrett led them across the open field, marveling still at how the snow just stopped, and how the air here was thicker than it had been at camp, even though they were ten thousand feet up.  Plus, the sun shone here, something they hadn't seen for a week.

Seamoon stopped at one of the cracked marble columns, slid off his glove, and worked a finger into the crack, as if trying to prove the whole thing were a lie.  He pulled his finger out and put his flat palm against the cool stone.

"I told you," Barrett said.  "Didn't I tell you?"

"You did."  Toomey's head craned back to look up at the top of the structure.

What was he looking for, Barrett wondered.  Did he think this was a hoax?  He'd learn soon enough, Barrett thought, they'd both learn that he'd done it, that Barrett was the one who'd found it, that Paul Barrett, would be the one to bring the gods back to the world.

"But how did you do it?" Toomey asked.  He'd stopped looking at the top and was now gazing down the mountain at the spot where dry ground gave way to snow and darkness.

"I knew," Barrett said, "that we were practically there, the peak was only another hundred and fifty feet or so.  I got up before anyone else and took off in the dark.  I guess I was risking my life, but I knew I could find it."

"You know," Seamoon said, "if you'd come back with nothing, we would have killed you just for putting yourself at that risk.  That was damn stupid, and you know it."

"Yes," Barrett agreed, "but I found it."  He tried to smile, but it didn't feel right, so he went inside instead.

Seamoon and Toomey followed and gazed around, marveling at the expansive room they found themselves in.  Despite the overturned chairs, the broken tables, the dust and cobwebs covering everything, the temple was magnificent.

They saw, in the dust, Barrett's footprints.  Seamoon followed them to a short set of stairs, four high, leading to a grandly decorated chair at the head of the room.  The footprints stopped and met another, smaller pair.

"Someone was here?" Seamoon asked, startled.  Toomey looked up, confusion invading his face.  "Barrett," Seamoon asked, "was there someone else here when you found it?"

"Of course," Barrett said.  "Didn't I tell you that?"

"No," Toomey said.  There went the find of the century.  "Who was here?"

"Just me," said a voice from behind the chair.

Seamoon and Toomey jumped.  Barrett jerked.  They all looked around and saw the small golden figure step out from behind the broken marble chair.  The tiny bald man with the wings growing from his feet smiled up at them.

He stood four feet tall and was naked.  His skin twinkled in the sunlight that shone through the cracked roof and Seamoon noticed there wasn't a hair on the man's body anywhere.

"I'm Hermes," he said, holding out his hand.

Seamoon fell speechless and Toomey found himself paralyzed.

This wasn't what they'd expected.  At most, they'd set out to prove the Greek legends true, or at least partly so, discovering the palace at the peak of Greece's Mount Olympus.  But three thousand years after the birth of those legends, a living person was the last thing they thought they'd find.

"No," Seamoon said, shaking his head.  "No, this I'm not going for.  Barrett, I almost thought this was all for real, but no."

"But it is," Barrett assured him.  "I came up here this morning.  I found the temple, and Hermes was here.  Look at him," he went on, walking toward the little golden god.  Hermes grinned.  "Look at his skin, the wings on his feet.  Seamoon, this is the real thing.  We not only found the palace, we found a god."

"No," Toomey agreed with Seamoon.  "Barrett, this little guy's yanking your dick.  Look at him.  He's short, bald, and he expects us to believe he's still around after all these years—."

"We are immortals, after all," Hermes interjected.  "As for my hair, it cuts down wind resistance.  The others have hair, I assure you."

"There are more?" Seamoon asked.

"Well, sure."

"Where are they?" Toomey asked, looking around, seeing no one.

"Sleeping," Hermes said.  "Our time ended centuries ago.  Dozens of centuries ago, in fact.  There was no longer a need for us.  The age of thought came to dominate as it was discovered the earth rotated around the sun and that the sun wasn't a flaming chariot.  We've been sleeping."

"All except you?" Toomey asked.

Hermes grinned again and shrugged.  "I guess I just couldn't get comfortable."

Seamoon and Toomey turned to leave, but Hermes appeared in front of them in the space of a blink.  They stopped just short of stumbling over him.  He smiled, wider now than he had yet.  His eyes gleamed in the shadow thrown by the roof.

"H-How—?" Seamoon stuttered.

"What—?  Where—?" Toomey muttered.

"I'm Hermes," he beamed wickedly, like a child showing off some talent.  "Messenger for the gods, god of commerce and science, and protector of travelers, thieves, and vagabonds."  He vanished in a blur and a whiz, and they heard him slicing the air as he zoomed around the building, unseen for his speed, and stopped again without a stagger, directly in front of them.  He'd been out of sight no more than three seconds, but looking around the room, they could see he'd set right every overturned item, cleared away a few small piles of rubble, and rubbed away every cobweb.
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