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CHAPTER TWO: THE PARTHENON LIBRARY 
“So rare to find another who prefers the physical medium these days,” Yaphet said, somehow managing to 

welcome Nexus to his own library. The Ularian was poring over one of Nexus’ many textbooks, her aides similarly 

flicking through the many tomes that lined the walls of the library. Unlike the Necropolis Library dozens of stories 

below, the Parthenon Library hidden within the higher levels of the Colosseum held books largely deemed to hold 

knowledge that was too dangerous to be easily accessible by the majority of the population. 

“It reminds me of the Library of Alexandria,” Yaphet began, still not looking up from the book. “All the knowledge 

one could possibly want, safely stored in one place… yet here, only those you choose can access it. Why is that?”  

Nexus stiffened. He liked Yaphet; she had been a renowned scholar well before she became the figurehead of the 

Ularians - indeed, several of her own studies were amongst those stored in Nexus’ library. 

“Civil War on Icarus: A Neutral Perspective” she said, closing the book. It was indeed one of her own; a document 

recounting centuries of war between the Hadeans and Olympians using the sources stored in the Library of 

Alexandria. It had only been published a few years before the alien moon arrived in Icarus’ orbit. 

“Would you care to explain why such a resource is kept out of reach of the Hadean people?” she asked, leaning 

back against the desk. 

“The war very much polarized the Hadean people,” Nexus replied. “Even now, after our people have united, any 

mention of anything Olympian is enough to arouse suspicion and hatred. Even a historical account of the war 

written completely honestly and neutrally could lead them to bring the same mistrust against the Ularians. Believe 

me when I say neither of us wants that.” 

“I see,” Yaphet began, appearing for a moment as though she were satisfied by his explanation. “You don’t think 

that’s the fault of their leader?” 

“Their previous leaders, perhaps,” Nexus answered. The question was a little too personal for his taste. “But not I.” 

Yaphet laughed, her voice ringing around the vaulted room. “Tisyphys Nexus, the first honest Hadean emperor.” 

“And modest to the last,” he finished. “Now, did you find anything else interesting? There are so many books in 

here I forget what I put where. You may file it for me, if you wish.” 

⁂ 

The pages and pages of notes Horus had stumbled upon were remarkable. The knowledge most chthonians had of 

the horrors that had arrived from orbit was limited; to most, they were little more than machines. Those involved 

in science and political current affairs knew better, but kept their knowledge secret; the doors to great technology 

had been opened, and that technology could be dangerous if not carefully controlled in its infancy lest it start 

another war. He didn’t recognize the handwriting, but from the phrasing of language he presumed it was that of 

Xyr or Nexus. 
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Having looked around the room to make sure he was alone - Nexus and Yaphet had left moments before he had 

made his discovery, and Sakhet had soon followed them – Horus spread them across the desk and began to read. 

The things Horus discovered through the leaves of paper were fascinating. Xyr – for it soon became evident it was 

he who had written the notes – had made fantastic discoveries about the new material the chthonians had 

discovered; a strange metallic alloy that was unlike anything they had seen before, mostly thanks to an organic 

component, the specifics of which still eluded them after all these months. He had taken samples of this material 

and performed experiments on it, and according to his notes he had even gone so far as to hypothesize that the 

material itself may even have been a sentient, living thing. Not much more had been added other than his 

intention to visit the moon the attackers had originated from to investigate further. There, the notes stopped 

rather abruptly. Horus stopped, frowned at the notes for a moment as though expecting them to complete 

themselves, then gathered them back up and rolled them together. Checking the room over one more time, he 

stuffed the rolled paper up one sleeve and left the library, easing casually into the Hadean Emperor’s quarters.  

⁂ 

Nexus and Yaphet had finally found a moment to themselves to discuss the events of the previous week and were 

seated in Nexus’ office discussing the war with the invaders from the sky, nursing cups of laurel as the others had 

been most of the morning. 

Paternus had dubbed them Titans, and the name had stuck in an official capacity. It was certainly befitting of their 

size; outside Necropolis stood the remains of one of their war machines, towering above even the massive city 

gates. The Hadeans and Olympians were still waging their slow civil war when these Titans had arrived, but neither 

side was too occupied to take notice of their visitor. 

The Olympians, in their fair and mountainous northern continent, had recently launched the Argos Array, a 

hundred-eyed watcher of the skies they used to map out the solar system. Whilst no chthonian had ever left the 

planet – it’s heavy gravity and thick atmosphere put paid to the notion on all sides – the Olympians regardless 

made plans to visit them once their technology was advanced enough. While the slow civil war continued below, 

the Argos Array detected a bright presence at the edge of the solar system, followed by an approaching dark 

planet-sized body; one approaching rapidly, on a course that would drop it directly into orbit around Icarus. 

Olympian scientists deduced that such a presence on such a course could not possibly have happened by accident 

and readied scientific vessels to visit and explore the alien guest. 

In the hostile, volcanic equatorial continent, in massive cities lining the walls and floor of humongous underground 

caverns, the Hadeans were similarly beating out their existence. Blinded by the ever-present clouds of acid rain 

and volcanic ash, the Hadeans watched the heavens not with a satellite but with massive radio telescopes and 

similar energy sensors. These sensors watched an unidentified and unimaginably powerful energy source appear at 

the edge of the solar system and, steadily darkening, make its way into orbit around Icarus. There, it stopped. Like 

the Olympians, the Hadeans’ reaction had been immediate; the military and the Hadeans’ greatest scientists were 

mobilized to investigate the strange new arrival. 

The arid desert continent to the south-west granted its inhabitants - the Ularians - a relatively clear view of the sky 

compared to the other chthonians. They too had satellites in orbit; none of them came close to the Argos Array, 

but they were more than enough to spot the mysterious body as it entered the system and approached their 
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planet. The Ularians also mobilized; what little military they had was to accompany a detachment of scientists to 

the strange new moon. 

Nobody, on any side, ever stopped to consider that the invader might be doing the same thing. They couldn’t have 

known it then, but they had about a month to put their plans for exploration into action. All three factions landed 

on the moon, but whilst they never encountered each other they all drew the same conclusion. It was artificial; a 

massive sphere made entirely of a material they had never seen before. It appeared metallic, but the tests the 

chthonians put the material through revealed it was far more; a complex metallic alloy with an organic component. 

They recovered as much of it as they could and returned to their home nations, who set about devising ways of 

putting this material to use. While the chthonians were distracted by the miracle material they had discovered, the 

object in the skies made its move. 

While the Hadeans watched the energy levels in the object above plummet, the Olympians and Ularians watched 

the entity release thousands upon thousands of smaller objects, all of which dropped towards Icarus. The Hadeans 

watched in surprise as thousands of heat sources bloomed overhead, and the Olympians and Ularians tracked the 

objects to impact; some went astray and landed in the oceans, but a great many made landfall near large 

population centres, installations and power facilities; far too many for it to have been anything but design by the 

intruder. Simultaneously, all three nations drew the same conclusion. They were under attack. 

The forces that had been preparing to travel into orbit to meet the intruder were now ordered to quarantine the 

landing sites of the thousands of objects it had scattered upon them. The Olympians deployed their tanks, the 

Hadeans prepared their massive artilleries, and the Ularians erected their defences. It came as a surprise to 

nobody when the hovering machines rose from smouldering craters to deal death on the forces surrounding the 

perimeter. The entirety of the Olympian 31
st

 Tank Battalion, deployed around the nearest landing site to Olympus, 

was decimated. The Hadean forces that encountered the abominations perished to the last man. The Ularian 

defenders were viciously cut down as they fought to stop the horrors from reaching their capital. 

One by one, the great cities of the chthonians fell. By the time they were able to regroup, Icarus was in ruins. 

Hurriedly, the leaders of the three nations contacted each other. All three knew they would perish if they stood 

alone, but it was a surprise to all when Nexus was the one to suggest they unite. Paternus and Yaphet both readily 

agreed; perhaps both had been planning to make the suggestion themselves in due course. The chthonians may 

have been fighting each other for centuries, but nothing could prepare them for the frightening intelligence and 

brutality of the enemy they were facing now. 

Now in communication at more than just the highest of levels, the chthonian forces were able to finally begin to 

beat back the Titans. Combined and co-ordinated, the three factions began to push the tide back, and the Titans 

slowly began to fall before their united might. 

Eventually, they fought them down to one. Only the largest and most powerful Titan remained; Nexus had dubbed 

it the Behemoth, and it was continuing its relentless advance on Necropolis. It had marched forth from the oceans 

and travelled thousands of kilometres, batting down assaults from all sides. Eventually, it was within sight of its 

goal; one of the new biometal power plants near the gates of the Hadean capital. What remained of the combined 

chthonian militaries knew that if they didn’t stop the Behemoth, they would die trying. They fought heroically, and 

they died valiantly, but they were eventually crushed like everything else that had stood in its path, and only 

succeeded in slowing the monster’s progress. The Behemoth continued onward. 



THE FALL OF THE OLD GODS 

A Chthonian Prehistory Serial 

Anthony Hadley  

 
4 

 

It was Xyr, the genius strategist, who first put the idea forward, and Nexus and Paternus had co-operated to bring 

it to fruition. Dozens of molecular constructors had been set into the mountains surrounding the power plant, and 

as the leviathan started to draw energy from the plant they would trigger, fusing them into a single, gigantic 

biometal construction. 

Anticipating the monster turning on the city when it had finished with the power plant, Xyr had secretly planted 

enough explosives within Necropolis to obliterate the entire city, collapsing it over the Behemoth as it strode 

through the gates. Nexus alone had been given the detonator, but when the far-fetched plan they had concocted 

worked, he had felt sure his relief was almost palpable. 

“My Lord,” Xyr cried, bursting through the door and interrupting their reminiscence, adding “and Lady,” upon 

spotting Yaphet. “My notes have been stolen!” 

“Come now, Xyr,” Nexus began, a note of humour in his voice. “Are you certain you have not misplaced them?” 

“I knew this would never go to plan!” the strategist snarled, glowering at them both. “The moment we allow an 

outsider into the Parthenon, my notes go missing. This cannot be a coincidence!” 

Bemused, Yaphet looked up at the irate Hadean. Before she could query his words, Nexus spoke for her. 

“You are, of course, not attempting to suggest Yaphet and her staff could have anything to do with this, correct?” 

he asked, his voice low and dangerous.  


