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      This book is dedicated to my daughter and personal Muse, Mo.

       

      Thank you for your never-ending knowledge of Greek mythology, always being a great sounding board, and of course for being the best daughter a mom could have.

      

      If you haven’t met Mo yet, you will in just a few moments. Clio is her doppelgänger
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      It was a perfect fall day in Savannah, Georgia. The breeze was warm with a hint of crisp to it. The smell of the falling leaves drifted in the open windows of the old Victorian house. Built in 1890, the Dickinson house had four fireplaces to cozy up to with a good book, one of which was lit. Stained-glass windows graced the third floor, and a rounded porch on the second story allowed for perfect viewing of the beautiful city if one was inclined to head out and enjoy such things.

      Of course, the house itself was historical, like everything else in her life. Clio sat comfortably on an oversized couch in front of a roaring fire, enjoying time with her cats and books. Not that she ever really did anything else, but she loved being in this space. She had on her favorite pair of worn-in jeans, a long-sleeved Gladiator Hockey shirt, and her favorite Cheshire Cat slippers. It was turning out to be a perfect day.

      The banging on the front door was not a welcome sound. It echoed through the house. Clio tried to ignore it as she sank deeper into her copy of Red Land, Black Land by Barbara Mertz. Oh, she loved the author! Her fiction was often based on actual historical events. How wonderful was that!

      Clio had her feet stretched out on the couch; Kronos lay between her knees, purring so loudly she was sure it would vibrate the teacup off the antique table she had set it on. She reached for her still-warm cup of Irish Breakfast tea with the right amount of sugar and milk. Any other way of drinking hot tea was ludicrous. Clio smirked at the thought, enjoying her sip from her favorite handmade mug with a bunny on it. The local farmer's markets were lovely this time of year, with the last of the fresh vegetables and all the hand-crafted pish posh she could imagine.

      The knocking got louder and more constant. With a sigh, she heaved herself off the couch and put a marker in the book—it was blasphemy to turn the corner of a page and an insult to the author. She apologized to Kronos for her abrupt departure. Her cats were an awful lot like the Titan namesakes. They could lose their temper at the drop of a hat, so apologies when disturbing one.

      As she worked her way down from the third-floor reading room, her favorite reading room in the house, she ran across nine of her twelve cats—perhaps coming back as a cat was the new form of Tartarus? She would have to think about that more.

      The knocking turned into constant banging.

      "I'm almost there, for Zeus' sake. Keep your pants on!" Clio grumbled as she threw open the door to confront the obstinate soul who dared interrupt her reading.

      There stood a girl about nineteen or so. She had long dark hair the color of cedarwood, skin that glowed like moonlight. Her eyes seemed to roll through many colors, never settling on one, permanently in motion, like the girl herself. She wore a silver necklace with a sliver of moon hanging from the end. Clio knew the moon charm reflected the moon’s present phase. She was quite familiar with the charm and the girl.

      "Hello, Clio." The voice was no-nonsense and brusque, much like its speaker.

      "Hello, Arti."

      "You know I hate when you call me that," Artemis growled.

      "Yep," she spoke the one work with a smirk.

      Artemis sighed and stepped past Clio into the darkness of the front hallway. The wooden floor flowed through the whole house, distracting Artemis for a moment. Clio could completely understand this feeling. The detail in the woodwork throughout made Clio sigh every time she looked. The smell of Murphy Oil Soap was warm and comforting, but Clio knew this wasn't the room to welcome her old friend. Would she consider Artemis a friend? She would have to ponder that too.

      "Follow me to the kitchen, I'll make tea, and you can tell me why you have decided to grace my doorstep after so much time. What's it been, Arti? Five hundred years or so?"

      "Something like that," said Artemis. She fidgeted so much it looked as though she were nervous. Arti never got nervous. She was the strong, confident god with all the answers, or if she didn't have them, she never really cared to let it bother her. She had her own thing going on, and Clio always secretly admired her.

      They settled into the kitchen; Clio set about making tea and taking out cheese and crackers for them to eat.

      It took her a bit to settle down. During that time, Artemis continued to fidget, which made Clio nervous.

      "Did you know turkeys were once worshipped as gods? In 300 B.C. by the Mayans."

      Artemis chuckled, "I see you haven't changed, still saying random historical facts when nervous."

      Clio blushed. "Sometimes, it's just when I'm uncomfortable. Nerves don't always come into play. I can't help it. Muse of History and all that."

      Artemis smiled, her fidgeting had stopped, and she seemed to relax. "Yep, I remember. You were always my favorite. Actually, I came to you for your knowledge. I need help."

      The fidgeting returned, and Clio knew, she just knew, she was not going to like what came next.
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      The cup slammed down on the counter, snapping it in half like the fine china it was. Tea spewed all over the beautiful mahogany countertop. Clio didn’t even glance down at the puddle; she was too flustered at what Artemis had just asked.

      “Why in Hades would I help your brother! That rat fink bastard killed my son. If anything, I should be cheering he is gone!”

      Artemis tried to mop the tea with the kitchen towel but succeeded in soaking the towel and dripping tea all over the floor.

      “Leave it, Arti. The cats will get it.” She picked up the cup, sad to see it broken. It was fine Elizabethan china, an antique. She placed the pieces together and ran her finger over the split, instantly repairing it.

      “It’s never quite the same after it’s been broken, but at least it’s in one piece.”

      Artemis stared at the cup; she had forgotten Clio could repair the historic, not just remember the history. This was a talent no other god had: to repair. Mostly they broke things—people, whatever got in their way. Of course, that talent wasn’t what had brought her to this doorstep. She had wanted her old friends’ knowledge, her brains.

      And maybe a little bit of her common sense.

      There weren’t many of their ilk that had any. Their hearts, not their heads, ruled most.

      Artemis had always held Clio up as the only one worthy of a clever conversation. Most of the other gods thought less of Clio, being a muse and all. But Artemis saw past that; this was one heck of a lady. She had stood up to Aphrodite and paid the ultimate price, twice. That she was still such a sweet, somewhat naïve, and brilliant lady made Artemis respect her more. She hated coming here for help, but there was no one else she would trust with helping to find her brother.

      “Clio, please. I know the history. Don’t you think I thought long and hard about coming here for help?

      “You are the only one that can help with this, that I trust enough to help. I know what he did, but you need to remember who was behind it. Apollo might be an air-headed scoundrel, but he loved Hyacinth. There was no way he would have killed him without someone messing with his head. He still mourns your son as much as you do.”

      “Ha! I highly doubt that. He could care less about the damage he inflicts on others as long as he gets his way. No way am I helping you, Arti. This is on you.”

      Artemis sighed, “Okay, I understand. Can I leave this with you? It’s a copy. I have the original. If you get a chance or want to, can you look at it and tell me if you know what it means? I won’t bother you again. You know how to call me if you want. No hard feelings. You’re still the only god I would want on my Family Feud team.” She slid a folded piece of paper across the dry portion of the counter and stood.

      Clio smiled as she opened the door to let Arti out, “Same Arti, same. Be safe. Don’t be such a stranger.” She watched the young-looking girl walk down the street, turn and, with a wave, vanish on the wind.

      Clio smiled, she might not like the reason for the visit, but she had enjoyed the call. Arti was the only one of the gods that thought about things, how they worked and how they affected the world around them. She loved being in nature with her wolves and her hunters; of course, Clio could think of nothing more hideous than spending a night outside without the comfort of her couch or the company of her cats. She shivered at the thought. Ah, back to her books!

      Hopefully, Mnemosyne had not lost her page. Oh, she hated when that cat played games with her books, always trying to make Clio forget her place.
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      The poem or lyric or rhyme or whatever made no sense to Clio, but she understood why Arti would bring it to her. It referred to history in a way only Apollo could do. That is, to make it extremely annoying and stupidly not to the point. She could not stand these deities that always had to try to speak so flowingly—for the love of all that was natural, get to the point!

      The morning after the visit, the paper sat where Arti had left it. Of course, the cats cleaned up the tea but left the paper. 

      Clio took a peek out of curiosity, always a mistake when riddles were involved. Now she was hooked.

      
        
        Where the waves meet the old style

        And the party goes on for a mile.

        I will sing my song.

        All night long,

        To the reptiles that mirror the Nile.

        Let it be known,

        Apollo is alone.

        In his darkness, he cannot find a smile.

        The darkness of the past

        And the magic is caste.

        Apollo will remember why,

        He should always be shy.

        In the ghosts that remember the mane

        This is not a game.

        I will sleep away my pain,

        For eternity, or for a while.

      

      

      Clio sighed and threw the paper on the floor; her dark hair had flipped in her face. She got a good whiff of it and decided it was way past time to shower. Clio often lost herself for days in her books, and sometimes her
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