
It was easy to walk past buskers anywhere, but in New York City, 
the people had it down to a T. Even Dionysus himself  was an expert. 

A sidelong glance at this one, though, had stopped him in his 
tracks. 

He crossed his arms, feeling a little ridiculous. At least he wasn’t 
grinning maniacally, like some tourist, but even so, here he was: standing 
on the street corner watching some twenty-something pull strings on a 
weird looking little harp. 

A lyre. That sure brought Dionysus back. He hadn’t seen one of  
those since that hippy bit in the seventies, and not a proper one since… 
well. 

He watched long, delicate fingers flit expertly over the strings. The 
man was uncommonly good for someone sitting out on the street in the 
snow—and boy, was there snow. The worst of  it had passed, but ugly 
gray piles of  the stuff  still littered every sidewalk. Demeter was not 
happy. Her daughter’s visits seemed to be getting more and more 
sporadic each year; though, admittedly, all these factories and hotels 
people kept building over the entrances to the Underworld had 
something to do with that. Still, those two had issues higher than 
Olympus.

One of  the busker’s strings broke. He muttered something in 
Ancient Greek, scowled, and touched both halves of  the string. It 
mended itself, and the guy continued his song. Clearly, he had no idea he 
was being watched, or he’d’ve never been so careless. Then again, maybe 
he would have. 

Dionysus should’ve known. Nobody played a lyre in this day and 
age, and certainly nobody played a lyre well. The hair was also a dead 
giveaway; the kind of  golden that would make Texan women weep for 
months and fire ten hairstylists. And those eyes—blue and bright like the 
sky; or, at least, like the sky used to be. 

The song ended. Dionysus pulled a drachma out of  the air and 
flipped it into the open lyre case. Another person walked by, and 
Dionysus could’ve laughed for years. Did she not know she’d just walked 
past the god of  music?

Probably not. People didn’t go for that stuff  anymore.



Apollo stared at the little coin and made an indignant sound, 
imagining it to be a quarter tossed in by some real asshole, but he was 
only half-right. Dionysus leered at him. 

“The lyre’s a bit out of  style, you know. Only weirdos play the lyre. 
Why not try a guitar? You’d get more cash.” 

Golden curls swung violently as Apollo turned his impressive glare 
upon him. Without permission, Dionysus’s heart soared. It was just like 
old times. 

The effect was ruined when Apollo opened his mouth. Something 
in his tone made Dionysus know he didn’t recognize him. Sure, it had 
been decades since their last meeting, but still. Ouch. 

“And I suppose you’d know all about style, wouldn’t you?” Apollo 
gave him a pointed once over that would’ve sent lesser beings reeling. 

Okay, that was fair, thought Dionysus. He was wearing a black 
parka with loud red-and-purple flowers printed on it, black jeans 
(respectable enough, except they were loose and had rips in the knees), 
and tawny Uggs. 

Dionysus had never professed to be the god of  style, though, had 
he? 

Instead of  answering the question, he presented another. “What 
are you doing in all this snow, Sunshine Boy?”

Apollo had just picked up the drachma. He looked at it like he’d 
seen a ghost. After a beat, he stood, angrily, and jabbed a long, perfect 
finger into Dionysus’s chest. 

“Where in Father’s name have you been?” he demanded. 
“Oh, y’know. Around.”
“No, I do not kn—Are you smoking?”
Dionysus had just lit a cigarette. “What? It’s cold.” 
Apollo seemed impervious to the cold. He was wearing thin, light-

colored jeans, and his (ridiculous) leather jacket was open over a faded 
Queen shirt. Dionysus raised his eyebrows. 

“Isn’t that shirt a little narcissistic?”
“Stop changing the subject. Put that thing out, too; it’s bad for you. 

And tell me where you’ve been.” 



With a sigh, Dionysus tossed the thing on the ground, not 
bothering to argue that, as an immortal being, he didn’t have to worry 
about lung cancer or anything. With Apollo, it’d be the principle of  it. 

Apollo made a wounded sound, snapped his fingers. The cigarette 
disappeared from the sidewalk, probably into the nearest trash can.

“I was home,” Dionysus tried.
“No, you weren’t. We both know we can’t go home.” 
Dionysus pulled a face. “Jesus, mind your own business! Don’t you 

have a sun chariot to drive, or something?”
He’d struck a nerve, and he knew it. Apollo recoiled, shocked. 

“You know that I can’t…” he began, quietly, and Dionysus waved the 
rest of  his words away. 

“Yeah, I know,” he muttered. “Sorry.” 
Ever since all this science crap, mortals had stopped believing in 

the whole “Apollo drives the sun around in the back of  his pickup truck” 
concept. And once mortals stopped believing in something, well…

The point being, Apollo was still pretty broken up about the whole 
thing, and Dionysus shouldn’t have mentioned it. 

Apollo began packing up his lyre, counting what money he’d 
earned. Twenty bucks, maybe. He slid the cash into his pocket. The 
drachma was still clutched in his fist. Dionysus felt a fresh wave of  
disgust for humanity surge over him. Here was the god of  light, sitting 
around in a bunch of  dirty snow all day just to make twenty bucks. 
Dionysus felt like strangling the next person to walk past.

“Well,” said Apollo, stiffly. He had his lyre case slung over one 
shoulder. “I guess I’ll see you ‘around’.” He turned, and started trudging 
down the street. Soon, he’d be lost in the droves of  people. 

Dionysus had the sudden, overwhelming urge not to let him go. 
Before he knew it, he was running to catch up, shoving people 

aside, not bothering to say “excuse me.” For a terrifying moment, he 
thought he’d lost him, but then he saw that golden head and pushed 
forward at double the speed. 

“Wait! Wait! Apollo!” 
Finally, Dionysus managed to grab hold of  his arm. Apollo 



wrenched himself  free, but turned. “What?” 
Dionysus had no idea what he was going to say until he opened his 

mouth. “Have you seen Zeus?” 
Laughing a little, Apollo shook his head. “Uh, no? No one’s seen 

Zeus, not since Rome. Why?” 
“I just—Don’t you think he’d be able to help us? With, y’know.” 

He made a wide, flailing gesture with both arms, nearly smacking Apollo 
in the face. “All this?” 

There was that laugh again. It wasn’t good for Dionysus’s ego. 
“When had Zeus ever helped anyone but himself ?” 

“Think about it,” said Dionysus, slowly getting on board with his 
own idea. “He’s stopped our arguments before, hasn’t he? The gods, I 
mean. Obviously, Demeter’s throwing a fit. If  we try to talk to her, 
though, there’s no telling what she’ll do, let alone Hades and 
Persephone.” Mostly Persephone. That girl was terrifying. “But Zeus, he 
could talk some sense into them. He’s done it before.” 

Apollo had his arms crossed. “What do you need me for? Sounds 
like you’ve got it all planned out.”

Dionysus really, really didn’t. He swallowed. The truth was, he 
missed the old guys. He saw Hermes once in a while (by far the easiest to 
access), but he was busy nowadays, and distant. Aphrodite had been in 
Hollywood for years now, and no one else really liked him. Apollo, 
especially, would’ve always been the last person he’d want to go on some 
stupid humanitarian road trip with, and vice versa, but at least he was 
here, right? 

Instead of  embarrassing them both with all that, Dionysus just 
said, “Beats playing lyre on a street corner, doesn’t it?” 

Apollo seemed to weigh his options. “Alright,” he said, finally. “But 
on one condition.” 

“What?” 
“You get a haircut.”
Dionysus’s hood had fallen off  chasing after him. He ran a hand 

through his loose, month-old mohawk. It was a small price to pay for 
saving the world. He beamed. “Deal.” 


